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Foreword 


^—r^lHE long chronicle of London is so packed with incident 
I and so rich in colour, and it touches at so many points 
1 the history not only of Great Britain but of die world, 
that no single book could possibly trace its course in full. 
[ have tbereforc tried to paint the City as a many-hued back¬ 
cloth and to set the Londoners as living and moving actors 
in the centre of die scene. My readers will meet many 
famous folk, bur the)' will also see the constantly-changing 
pageant in the streets, the daily lives of merchants and 
cr^esmen and their families, the playhouses and the pleasure- 
gardens, and there are dark patches, too, to throw into 
brighter relief the other parts of the picture. 

The story of London is the story^ of her citizens. They 
have altered very Uttle in a thousand years; and while they 
remain the same witty, imperturbable and indomitable 
people, the heart of England will never miss a beat, 
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CHAPTER 1 


Lonely Estuary to Walled Toimi 

T he Britom’, wrote Julius Caesar, 'call a tliick wood 
enclosed with a rampart and a ditch a “town”’; hut 
when that remarkable man marched with his H.oman 
Legions up the Thames valley in the year 54 B.C. it is doubt¬ 
ful whether he found either rampart or ditch where London 
stands to-day. If there was anything in the nature of a settle¬ 
ment it would be a small huddle of turf and wicker huts on 
what is now the Surrey shore—a perfect spot, beside a broad 
estuary, much broader then than now and much shallower, 
teeming with fish and fowl, and sheltered by forests where 
the red deer rovetL 

A Celdc tribe called the Trinovatites occupied this region; 
to the north were the dwellings of their neighbours, the 
Catuveliani, These tribes were not barbarians, even though 
by Roman standards they may have been a simple and un¬ 
couth folk. They were skilful weavers, potters and gold¬ 
smiths; they traded widi tlieir Gaulish kinsmen in what is 
now northern France, exporting hunting hounds and hides, 
amber and com; SAVords and javelins of well-tempered btonte 
were their weapons in war, and diey drove low chariots 
drawn; by a Beet and hardy breed of horses. 

when word came to foem that Gaul had been invaded 
and conquered by a terrible Roman general called Julius 
Caesar the men of southern Britain did not hesitate to send 
such aid as they could to help their fcUow-Celts across the 
Cbaimel. It was to teach them to meddle no more in Gaulish 
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af^irs that Caesar made his rwo famous landings, first in 
55 B.C. atid then a year later. On liis second visit lie crossed 
the liver Thames *at the single spot ss'here it is fordable on 
foot’d Learned men still argue quite fiercely as to where that 
spot then was; some fovour Brentford, others recall that 
Chelsea was the highest point reached by the ride and that 
skulls, of hath the Roman and the British type, have been 
found there in the river bed, together with shields, helmets and 
spears which may well be the relics of a desperate battle. 
One thing at least is certain. The river already bore a name 
very similar to vrliat it bears to-day. Every time that a 
modem Londoner speaks of ‘the Thames' he is uttering a 
word w'hich would be understood by the long-vanished 
people who paddled their canoes and cast their nets in its 
waters two thousand years ago. 

As London did not yet exist the rest of the story is not 
really hers, though it was tlie Trinovantes, the tribe dwcUitig 
round the Thames estuary, who surprised Julius Caesar by 
ofieiing to submit to him. With the waning of the year that 
great general wisely decided to withdraw across the Channel, 
Not for more than ninety years would Roman words of 
command be heard m the Thames Valley, 

In the year 43 of the Christian era the Romans retumKi, 
this rime for a stay of more tiian three centuries. After an 
able gaieral called A ulus Plaudus had direacd the actual 
fighting to a more or less victorious conclusion, Claudius 
Caesar, a good-humoured, rather quaint and clumsy Etn- 
peror, great-grand-nephew of the 'nrighricsc Julius’, paid a 
brief visit to this newest province of that Roman Empire 
which had sprawled over the greater part of Europe and was 
overflowing into Africa and Asia Minor, Not even his golden 
breast-plate and his escort of elephants could make him an 

^ Cjcur^i Dwn -wonij^ in tii* ucotuiE of ihc He dort fiCrt irMJntion an 

elcphuu hm m uys shit hi tmc whh him. 


FROM WICKER HUT TO PILLARED HALL i 

impressive figure: but his coming marked a new stage in the 
history of Britain—^and of London. 

The red deer and die wild duck, the otter ajid dte heron 
had die northcni hank of the Thames estuary to themselves 
no longer. Low huts, built of turf and thatched with wicker, 
had begun to cluster there in sufficient numbers to form a 
settlement, and presendy the settlement was important 
enough to he dignified by a name—Loivdinium. It has been 
suggested that this name came fiom two Celtic words 
meaning a stream and a strongholdbut modem scholarsliip 
prefors the theory that some local Celtic chieftain was com^ 
mcnioratcd in the little township on the high ground later 
known as ‘ComhiJl', 

The conquest of Britain was completed in the year Sti by 
the wise and warlike Agricola. Hk son-in-law, Tacitus, 
writing the story of his great achievements, makes die first 
recorded allusion to Londimum, ‘exceedingly famous* he 
wrote, *as a centre of commerce, crowded with merchants’. 

As was their wont, die Romans had set about building a 
new town worthy of die name. Tlie site W'as well chosen; 
and so rapidly did the work proceed that the rilc-makers 
and the brick-makers had difficulty in keeping pace. The 
merchants mentioned by Tacitus liad a fine covered Forum 
or market-place in wltich to meet and transact business; 
local govcmmctit was directed from the equally handsome 
Basilica. Prosperous inhabitants, British and Roman, lived 
in delightful villas widi gaily-painted wails, fioors inlaid 
with mosaic in elaborate designs, and an efficient central¬ 
heating system. 

Pillared temples were dedicated impartially to a variety 
of gods, native and imported. So long as the local cult did 
not conflict witli the state religion of Caesar-worship the 
Romans were the most tolerant of rulers. They were inci¬ 
dentally the best town-planners in history. Londinium was 
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a typical example of tlieir skill. The interests of the merchants 
were carefully coiuidered. There were long wharves where 
tratliiig galleys could tic up. A bridge, supported, on wooden 
piles, spanned the river at a point eastward of the future 
medieval bridge and even fiirtheT cast than the existing one. 



Gladiator s Tomh with inscription in Greek 

DvriHj his isctht taretr ht may him ban one of the mesl p(>pulm ji^ures 
I'n Jlaiu2inium 

In lite CiiilJIttsU hlusaim 

There was a circus on the southern bank for gladiatorial and 
wild beast shows; there was a track for chariot-racing; there 
were public baths, bat and cold. Small coins sdli dredged 
from die mud beneath the site of the wooden bridge are 
believed to have been offorings made to the god of the river. 

Many relics of Roman-Bridsh life are brought to light 
every year: a lady s jet hair pin, a child's bronze toy, a patch 
of inlaid pavement, a chip of glossy red pottery. At a certain 


















BOADICEA LAYS LONDINIUM [N ASHES 




level rraces of fire are found, mcltctl coins, cliarred wood, 
heat-cracked riles. These are reminders of the war waged 
by Boadioca, Queen of the tribe of the iceni, against Rome, 
to avenge the wrongs inflicted upon her and her people by 
a comparatively sundi number of grasping and unscrupulous 
Ronxan officials. 

When the Iceni surged south ward the Go vernor of Britain, 
Suetonius Pauhnus, was &r away in the w'est on an expedition 
against the Druids of Mona (the Isle of Man); but he turned 
hastily and marched to meet this unexpected danger. 
Londinium, being unfortifted, could not be defended; he 
decided to evacuate the city, intending to gather fresh forces 
and call together more Legions while the Iceni plundered 
and spoiled. He did offer however to take with him any 
Londoners able and wilbng to come. Some of them pre¬ 
ferred to remain in their homes, either because they Licked 
the strength to keep up with the w’ell-knowii rapid march 
of die soldiery or, as the Roman historian suggests, because 
'they loved the place so dearly that they could not bear to 
leave’. They may even have hoped that Doadicca, being a 
woman, and a woman of their own blood, might deal 
merd folly vrich them. 

There was no mercy in the heart of the * British warrior- 
Queen’. Londinium, w'ith all its proud temples and public 
buildings and painted villas, W'as burned to ashes and such 
of its inhabitants as did not perish in die fire were massacred 
by the exulting Iceni. But against the might of Rome one 
small Bricish odbe, how'cvcr warlike, could not prevail. Soon 
the columns and the arches rose again; craft foom all parts of 
die Roman Empire crowded the port of Londinium, and 
wagons laden with merchandise creaked and lurched 
through the streets—tlic gauge of tlie wagon-wheels being 
almost exaedy the same as that of a modem British Railway 
train. 
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At die height of its splendour Roman London covered a 
larger area than any other dty in Roman Britain—between 
325 and 330 acres, some five miles in drcum&rcnce. The 
Basilica^ situated where LcadenhaU Market now stands, was 
only fifiy f^t less in length than St, Paul's Cathedral, and it 
was supported by columns forty feet high. Not fir &oin 
where the Lord Mayor hves to-day was the official residence 
of the Governor, complete with hot and cold baths and 
central heating. 

An andent Roman law fiirbadc die burial of the dead— 
even of their ashes— ^withui die dty walls. That is why so 
many tombs are unearthed upon what were then die out¬ 
skirts. The widow of a gladiator set up a memorial to lum 
with an inscription In Greek: but it is usually in Latin chat 
we read of Moving wives*, 'matchless husbands', and ‘dutiful 
children’. 

Among the many gods and goddesses worshipped in 
Lotidiiiium was the Persian sun-god Mithras, whose cult was 
especially popular with merchants and soldiers. In the 
autumn of 1954 thousands of modem Londoners queued up 
to see the ruins of a Mithraic temple unearthed at Walbrook 
and dating from the second century' a.d. Such temples wTre 
usually built underground, and the sacrifices and ceremonies 
of the sun-god were performed by torchliglu. The central 
object would be an image of Mithras in the act of slaying a 
bull. On cither side were statues representing night and day, 
and other gods were occasionally admitted, the Egyptian 
Serapis, for example, whose bearded head was discovered 
beneath the Walbrook Mlthraeuni, with various firagments 
of sculpture. It seems probable that these idols were hastily 
buried some rime in the fourth century to preserve them 
fiom destruction at the hands of the Christians, 

Mitinaism was a man s religion. No goddess was hon¬ 
oured and no woman might take part in the ceremonies, 


A STHANGIR GOD BY THE WALBROOK 7 

but the women of Londiniiim eiyoyed a wide choice of 
divinities, among them Bona Forttma, who was somehow 
associated with the river Thanics. 




The Temple of Mithras remistructed 


Hi wot tinJisveitfitf ef merflituiti and titidlm 

By pemasiim of the ‘Dmiy Tth ^ plt ' 


Then as now the London workman liked his little joke. 
Not far fi:om the Mithraciun was discovered a rile^ upon 
which some svag had scratched the words, ^Australis has 


* In Efa« GuMull Miiicuui- 
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been going off by liimself every day for these ntnetecti days*. 

There has quite recently been discovered and deciphered 
part of a letter' written during the first century a.d. by a 
British employer to the person in charge of Ids household 
in ’Loudinio*. The six lines composing it were scratched 
with a metal pen or stylus on a wax tablet, and they were 
scratched so vigorously that they penetrated to the wooden 
surface behind the wax, Rufus, son of Callisunrus, greets 
Hpellicus, asks him to send a certain list, if he has made it, 
charges hint to look carefully after everything, and instructs 
him to *turn the slave-girl into cash*, 

Londiiuum, not being a garrison city, did not enter much 
into the curious game of Caesar-making w'hidi spread over 
the Empire after the descendants of Julius Caesar died out in 
the half-crazy person of Nero. Later Emperors still called 
themselves ‘Caesar*, but they had no hereditary claim to 
the imperial purple, being chosen and acclaimed by the 
Army. Presently various Legions in various places began 
to choose Caesars of their own—-there were as many as five 
Emperors mindttg tlieir own coinage at one period^ — with 
the result that, for lack of a strong cenmal authority, the 
defence of rhe Empire against barbarian invaders was diffi¬ 
cult—if not impossible — to organize. Savage tribes from 
central and eastern Europe poured into the rich plains of 
Italy, Scots and Piets invaded Britain from the nordi, Saxon 
pirates poured upon die coasts of Briniin and Gaul; the first 
shadow of die Dark Ages w'as creeping over Europe. 

From 287 to Z93 Britain had a Caesar of her own, Carau- 
sius, a curly-haired sea-pilot from die land now called 
Belgium, He came with a large band of followers, and 
caused himself to be proclaimed Emperor. He minted gold 
and silver coins bearing bis head, he began to build a navy; 
then he svas murdered by another would-be Caesar, a certain 


^ ifl ibc Brituh MUKW4SU 


CONSTANTITJS THE DELEVEHER 
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Allectus. whose reign w'as even more brief. The great war- 
galley discovered in 1910 in deep mud at the southern end’ 
of "Westminster Bridge was probably a unit in the fleet of 
one or other of these upstart Caesars. She must have been 
a lovely craft when gilded dolphins curved round her prow 
and her upper-deck was shaded by an awning woven in gay 
colours. So perfectly fined me the joints that no caulking* 
had been necessary. 



Com of Caroii$!\ts, sea-piht and Caesar* 


in L^rrdifjiurti^ hai itdf di^sUned iQ ru^ f^< 

BnriifK Mustum 

It happened that one of the associate Emperors lar away 
in Italy was a man of strong character. His name was 
Flavius Constanrius Chlorus, and in the year 2g2 he landed 
in Britain, defeated Allectus and his gang of toughs, entered 
Londinium in triumph, and was joyfuUy wclconicd by tJic 
Londoners. In honour of this event a gold medal was 
struck, and here it is cliat London comes into the picture 
again. Through a rurreted gate rides Constandus, spear in 
hand; to greet liim kneels a woman with arms upraised. 
The monosyllable LON shows that she personifies the City. 
In the foreground a galley is anchored. And the inscription 
proudly proclaims, Reddifor huh tetenitE —the return of light 
everlasting. 

* To "caulVa raict i*W iwifl: or hiiWW rtnadi of rtpe Qt iukuni bcCwcCa llK pUnki- 
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WhiJc the light lasMtl—which was not lor very long— 
Constandus took energetic Dicasinres for the defence of a 
Britain, threatened by blue-painted Piets as well as by rcd.- 
baired Saxon pirates. It was his son, Constantine the Great, 
who by making ChrUrianity the offida] religion of the 
R.oman Empire changed the whole course of history; and 



London welcomes Iter deliverer, Mavias 
Cotislanthis Cblorus 


CaUcn iHeda! stnal: in honour of thi otaaims. A at Mthat fjt 

tht foTt^QUt^ 

Jn ffcf Museurtt 0/Arras 

it was in the reign of Constantine the Great chat London 
received die proud title of Landinium Atigusta, London the 
August. 

The new religion spread slowly in Londinium, where the 
old gods, Roman, Celdc and Asiatic, continued to be wor¬ 
shipped more or less faidifiilly. It is true chat there was a 
Bishop of London present at the great Church Council held 
at Arles in 314; but only eleven years earlier a Roman 











the ebbing of the roman tide n 

solilicr, Albaiius by name, was beheaded widiin twenty 
miles of die City for be6iending a fugirivc Christian priest 
from Wales, 

What did they talk about, the merchants and officials, the 
gladiators, the charioteers, the crafismcn, of the many- 
coloured, bustling City ? Trade, sport, the day-to-day aflairs 
of a great mixed community? No doubt. But even tlic 
most unthinking among them must have been troubled when 
the centre of the Empire was transferred from the Tiber to 
the Bosphorus, from Rome to the new, gorgeous city of 
Consrandnople.‘ The Tiber was remote enough, in all con¬ 
science, but the Bosphorus was more remote still. If Britain 
were to be over-run by the barbarians, would help come in 
time—^and in sufficient force? 

Round about the year 367 the Emperor Valcncinian 1, 
being then in Gaul, sent trusted commanders to report upon 
the position in south-eastern Britain. So grave was the 
account they brought back, he neict despatched one of his 
best generals, the Spanish-bom Theodosius, to restore order 
and subdue the invading barbiriads. Then once again the 
people of Lon dimum Augusta, leaping for joy, liailcd a 
Roman victor. With him in his triumphal entry he brought 
thousands of country folk whom be had rescued from the 
slave-gangs of the invaders. 

Meanwhile there had been a hasty strengthening of the 
wall which had already for mote than two hundred years 
surrounded the city. It was done, says one historian, ‘at 
panic speed*, as some of the existing fragments show. Even 
broken pieces of tombstones were wedged into the gaps, 
telling a silent story of desperation and dismay, h was all 
in vain. The barbarians under Abric the Goth captured and 
sacked Rome in the year 410 and after 411 the tramp of 
Roman military boots was heard in Londinium no more. 


^ Now tilled by in Turicii^ of bunbuli. 


12 LONDON THROUC5H THE AGES 

The Legions were being hurrietUy recalleti from the outposts 
of the crumbling Empire, 

Deserted, thus by their masters, the Britons did not at once 
lose hope. For more than thirty years they continued to 
send desperate appeals to whatever far-off Caesar was uneasily, 
or somcdmcs unwordnly, wearing the imperial purple. 
But the Roniankcd Britons were incapahic of organizing 
any sort of military resistance to the foes who came pouring 
over them in an ever-rising flood. 

When in the middle years of the fifth centuty Attila the 
Hun created an Empire extending from the banks of the 
Rhine to the frontien of China, the Angles, Saxons, Jutes, 
Frisians ajid other blond, braccleted warriors became 
dcddcdly uneasy. To avoid these terrible Huns the simplest 
plan was clearly to invade and occupy the fertile and feebly- 
defended lands of southern and south-eastern Britain; and 
this they did with so much success that the Roman-British 
populations w'cre engulfed and almost blotted out. 

These newcomers cared nothing for cities. When tliey 
had taken such plunder as they cared to take, they spread 
out over the countty'side, and settled down to the sort of life 
they liked, farming, hunting, and occasionally flghring. 

Londinium Augusta fell into ruin and decay. Grass 
sprouted between the paving-stones, roofr crashed on to 
tessellated pavements, owls roosted in the Forum and hats 
swooped to and fro in the Basilica. As to the citizens there 
is a certain mptcry, but some sort of comfortless, precarious 
life may sdll have been led within the broken walls. 

Presently the city appears again on the page of liistory — 
this time under a new name. The Piets and the Caledonians 
w'crc pushing southward from their hungry homelands, and 
towards the middle of tlris tumultuous fifth centur)' Vortigem, 
King of Kent, invited the two Saxon brother-warriors. 
Hengisi and Horsa, to come and help him to defend his 
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kingdom 4om these northern hordes. The story of that 
foolish invitation and all the woes that followed from it 
belongs to the story of England in general; but when Hengist 
had defeated his former British ‘friends’ at Crayford we are 
told that the people of Kent fled in terror and sought refuge 
in ‘Lundenbyiig’—that is to say, London Towti. It may be 



TesseUated paifement Jroiii a h&use in Lcnidiiiiuin 

Afuny suA pamnentf lie deep betuath the t«i>dem eity 

that they thought they would fmd some supernatural pro¬ 
tection in ruins so impressive round which so many legends 
must stil! have dung. 

Although neither the unhappy Britons nor the vigorous 
Saxons dreamed yet that it was so, a force was at work which 
would in the end restore civilization not only to Liinden- 
byrig’ but to all the ^Jt^estem World, that time came, 

the city would be a unit not in a materia! Empire but in a 
spiritua! commonwealth called ‘ Christendom , And towards 
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die cud of the sixth century Pope Gregory the Great sent 
his hiend Augustine and a small company of monks to con¬ 
vert the heathen Anglo-Saxons of Kent, These rough 
fellows were not all Angles, or even Saxons, hut it was the 
Angles who gave to the island of Britain its name of‘Angle- 
land* or ‘England,’ and it was the Saxons who imposed upon 
it their vigorous native speech. Deep below modem London 
there are sdll traces of their occupation—dnnking-homs, 
combs of walrus ivory, amber beads, sword hilts gamet- 
studded. 

Ethelbert. King of Kent, listened to the preaching of 
Augustine; so did his nepbew', Sebert, King of the East 
Saxons, in whose kingdom London stood. The two Kings 
co-operated to build a church dedicated to St, Paul on the 
top of a little bill jianied after a legendary local personage 
caDcd Lud. Ethelbcrt provided the money; Sebert consented 
to tlie use of the site. The West-Saxon King was himself 
planning a church of his own, further up die river, where 
Westminster Abbey now stands, and where liis tomb is srill 
to be seen. 

The first St. Paul’s w^as probably made of w'ood—a small 
and htunblc btulding. Here die gospel was preached by St. 
Augustine’s fiicnd and fcllow'-niissionary, Mellitus, first 
Bishop of London, and it seemed as if the Christian faith had 
struck root where first Celtic, and then Roman, and then 
Saxon deities had been honoured. It was not so. Ethelbcrt s 
son, Edbald, lapsed, back Into the old pagan creed, and 
Mellitus had no choice but to return to Gaul. Though 
Edbald repented later, and called him back to fill the chair 
of St. Augustine as Archbishop of Canterbury, it is unlikely 
that the people of London ever saw their gentle, gouty 
Bishop limping to and fto among them again. 

During the fifty years that elapsed before the Anglo- 
Saxon Erkenwaid became London’s Bishop the number of 


A 'mart of mamy nations' is 

the inliabitants had increased and their ideas had aJicred- 
The former farmer-folk were leammg to live and work in 
a walled town; they had come to realize the importance of 
commerce. Far away in his monastery beside the broad 
river Tyne the Venerable £ede heard of Xrondon as the 
' mart of many nations"* 



St, Augustine on ft is throne 

Eiil}cp 0 / London, 

Fnm an Mmmripi 

Before the seventh ccnttiry^ closed^ most of the East Saxons 
were Christians again. Bishop Erkenwald toiled valiantly 
to the unconverted, especially the rough folk dwelling 
in tlie ’vsild woodlands to the north of London^ It was said 
that on a certain day when he was on his way 10 preach to 
these foresters one of die two wheels of his little wagon foil 
off but the other wheel condnued to revolve in a miracu¬ 
lous manner; the wagon did not ovcrtum-i and the Saint 

reached his desdmrion safoly. 

An even more curious legend clings round the events 
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following his death, which took place at the Ahbey of 
Barking, where his sister, Ellidburga, ruled as Abbess. 
Mindful of the words of Holy Scripture that ‘there is much 
virtue in the bones of a prophet’, religious communirics 
W'^ere always eager to add to their coUection of rehes. Tlie 
monks of Chertsey, the clergy of St. Paul’s, and the nuns of 
Barking were all equally anxious that Erkeowald should be 
entombed in their midst. When the clergy readied Barking 
ahead of the monks and started for London with the Bishop’s 
body loud cries ascended both from the monks and the nuns, 
and the river Lea rose in a Hood, barring tlie way. What 
happened next is wdl related in an old history of Loudon, 

A pious man present however exhorted the monks to peace 
and hogged thent to leave die matter to heavenly decision. The 
clergy of St. Paul’s then broke forth into a litany. The Lea at 
once subsided, the sun cast down its benediction, and the clergy- 
passed on to St. Paul's with riieir holy spoil. 

Early in die fourteenth century a new and glorious shrine 
was made for St. Erkcnwald, upon which three London 
goldsmiths were kept busy for a w'hole year. 

Towards the end of the eighth century Anglo-Saxon 
Christians kneeling in St, Paul’s uttered fervent ‘Amens* 
to a new prayer whidi had been inserted in the Litany— 
’deliver us, O Lord, from the fiiry of the Norsemenl' These 
Norsemen were the heathcTi Vikings from the Scandinavian 
peninsula, and they were beginning to make fierce swoops 
upon Gaul, Ireland, Scotland and Britain. They were 
pardctilarly uitercsted in monasteries and churches because 
of the treasures diey contained: but no spoils came amiss, 
and their long ships with golden dragons at the prow and 
coloured sliiclds slung along the sides came to be dreaded as 
much in Anglo-Saxon England as the ships of the Anglo- 
Saxons tlicmselves had been dreaded in Roman Britain. 
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London suffered much during these evil days, but she seems 
to Iiave retained something of her old indepcndcjic character, 
for wlicn King Alfred decided to repair her mined walls he 
lialted first of all at Chelsea, some miles upstream, and there 
perfected his plans. Later it is probable that he made his 
headquarters dtcre from time to dme, but his strenuous life 
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left him little leisure foe long tarr^'iiig anywhere. No 
sovereign has ever been crowned witliin tlic boundaries of 
the City. This is all the more curious because in Anglo- 
Saxon and Norman times the London Witenagemot, the 
already traditional and influential Citizens' Council, more 
dian once asserted and exercised the right to declare who 
should be King, This Coundl, called sometimes the ‘ Witena- 
gemot’, sometimes simply the ‘Witan\ was an Anglo- 
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Saxon idea, the most valuable cotitribudoit they made to 
djc future weal of England, for in it was the gcrni of Parlia¬ 
mentary Government. 

There is in the noisy City of to-day a street called * Cole¬ 
man Street’. Nothing in its appearance reminds you of 
Anglo-Saxon London; yet in the year 857 King Al&cd’s 
brother-in-law, Burgred of Mercia, granted to'Alban, Bishop 
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of Worcester, 'a little cabbage garden* on that very spot, and 
it was the 'stract* of‘Coclmuiid’ even then—so closely arc 
the andent and the modem entwined. 

Unfortunately all the Anglo-Saxon Kings were not of 
Alfred's mettle. At the end of the tenth century lived that 
proverbially foolish creature, Echclrcd, nicknamed the 
’ Unready’ because of his reluctance to follow *rcdc’—chat is, 
good counsel. Then, says the cbroniclcr, ‘in the year 994 
came Anlof and Sweyn to London with ninety-four diips, 
constantly attacking the town and trying to set it on fire: 







^LONDON BRIDGE IS BROKEN DOWN ' 

but they susuined more Jurm and eviJ than they ever 
dreamed any towmtolk might do unto them.' 

The Danish King, Sweyn of the Forked Heard, having 
twice failed to capture London by assault, laid siege so stub- 
bonily to the city tliat at last the citizens accepted him for 
their King. A week later he was dead, and two Witans were 
summoned, one in London and one at Southampton, The 
first elected Edmund, nickniiamed ‘Ironside’, Edielred’s 
valiant son; the second prefitrred Canute, the equally valiant 
son of Sweyn. According to die ancient Scandinawan saga 
Olaf, King of Norway, came with a fleet to help Ethclrcd 
against Sw'cy'n, and, finding London Bridge a troublesome 
barrier, passed strong cables round the wooden pilw, fastened 
tlicsc to his ships, and by bidding Itis men row as bard as they 
could downstream, brought the whole structure tumbling 
into the Thames, 

London Bridge is broketi dototu 

Cold is won and high rerjouw. 

So sang the Norse poet, thereby providing the first line of a 
nursery rhyme for future generations of English children; 
bur there is no solid foundation in history for the picturesque 
story. What is certain is that when Canute appeared in the 
Thames estuary with a large fleet two years later the Bridge 
was sdll there, and still such a strong barrier that he liad to 
dig trenches on the south bant and have his boats hauled 
along in order to by-pass it. Even then he could not capture 
the city. Ill the end the two claimants had to come to terms, 
the Dane ruling to the nortli and the Anglo-Saxon to the 
south, and the survivor to unite both under one crow.7X. 
Edmund's death in I0i6 left Canute supreme. The Witan 
met in London, and accepted him as King, He then shook 
hands heartily with all present: after which he exacted a 
tribute equal to some ^w.^oo in modem currency. 


20 LONDON THROUGH TH£ AGES 

The Londoners never had any cause to regret their dedsion. 
Under his strong if stem rule they never c^sed to prosper. 
Everybody has heard the story of how, in order to rebuke 
his flattering courtiers, he commanded the ride to rise no 
higher; but not everybody knows that one traditional scene 
of the incident was tlic brink of the Thames at Lambctli, 
and not any spot on the sea shorc.^ In io2j London saw a 
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surprising sight; King Canute walking behind the coffin of 
St. Alphege as it was home from a humble grave in St. 
Paul’s to a golden shrine at Cajitcrbury, It was an act of 
royal reparation, for It was die Danes who eleven years before 
had battered die holy man to death with beef-bones because 
he refused to lay upon his flock die burden of paying the 
ransom demanded by those who had taken him captive. 

Winchester was still the capital of England, but London 
was now the largest city. To her busy harbour came ships 
bearing wine and fish from Normandy, timber from the 

' SomedlAKurkn By WtVmiiutef, nnwSoalkuniiton.othcn nvMlr Ac ‘jJtotr.* 
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HaLtic. sptccrs from far-off Arabia. In exchange her merchants 
exported coni, hides, wool and honey. A folkmoot, or 
people s council, met every week in the precincts of St. 
Paul's, There was a Sheriff or Shire-reeve; there was a Porc- 
Reeve, responsible to the King for die collection of taxes 
and the governance of the City, Spiritua! affairs were under 
the rule of the Bishop. And a most important point—the 
Sheriff and the Pott-Rceve were answerable for their doings 
to no man but the King. 

To show their peaceful intendons foreign merchants 
approaching by land blew homs: those coming up the river 
sang sea-shanties. It all sounds quite gay. But there were 
episodes of savage cruelty in the story, too, as when die 
Anglo-Saxons massacred many of the Danes who formed a 
litde colony near where the Church of St. Clement Danes— 
the ‘Oranges and Lemons* church—now stands. 

The Witan was caBcd upon to make a momentous dedsion 
early in. 1066, when the pious Edward, known as Edward the 
Confessor, died leaving no children. The only representadve 
of Alfred's line was Edgar Athcling, a mere lad, most of 
whose youth had been spent in Hungary, William, Duke of 
Normandy, the dead King's cousin on his mother's side, 
claimed that he liad been named as the next heir, and that 
Harold, Earl of Wessex, knew it well. This Harold 
denied. He declared that it was he whom his brother-in-law. 
King Edward, had chosen; and it was he whom the Witan 
chose. 

Breathless days followed. Harold had no choice but to 
hurry northward to meet Harold Hardrada, King of Norw'ay, 
who liad invaded Yorkshire and whom he defeated and slew 
at Stamford Bridge. Before his faidiful Londoners saw him 
again Duke William had disembarked an army on the Sussex 
coast. 

Only for six days did Harold tarrj' at Westminster before, 
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the bead of a weary and diiniivished host, he set out on the 
w'ay lo the seju Amgar, Sheriii'of London, w'cni with him 
and a detachnient of stout-hearted London men. They 
h>ught valiantly on the losing side at Hastings, where many 
of them fell, Ansgar himself was able to struggle home, 
desperately wounded, with the news that King Harold lay 
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dead on the field and Duke William was victorious. The 
bell of St. Paulas clanged to summon the Witau, and rfiis 
time young Edgar AthcUng was chosen. Then the citizens 
began to make ready as best they might for tlie mass attack 
which seemed certain to foUow. A whole month went by. 
Winter deepened and darkened over the land. And sdll the 
terrible Conqueror did not appear with his archen and his 
cavalry before the walls of London. 














CHAPTER II 


Monarchsy Merchants^ Seafarers, 
Saints 


T he winter days grew darker and shorter, and dicrc 
was great fear in London. As yet no Normans with 
shaven feces and tunics of diain-mail had appeared 
before the walls, but on the opposite bank of the Thames 
angry red flames leapt up when they burned the little 
tow'n of Southwark to ashesi and presently word eamc that 
instead of making the direct assault for whidi the dtizens 
svere preparing the rcrrible Conqueror was drawing round 
them a circle which would tighten as time passed. 

It was the season of Advent, when no coronation might 
take place, and young Edgar Adieling was therefore so fer 
a King only in name. The Londoners begati to ask themselves 
whether die best way might not be to nuke their peace with 
Duke William. The Witan met again, tlicsanie Witan which 
had loudly acclaimed the Anglo-Saxon Prince, Knowing 
that the ring of fire and ruin was closing round London, they 
dedded to invite the Duke to be c^o\^^lcd King of England. 
Their decision docs not seem to have been challenged by Edgar 
Athcling. wJio resembled his grear-grandfethcr, Eihclred 
the Unready, rather than his grondfetlier, Edmund Ironside. 

Duke William was at Berkhamsted when messengers came 
from the Witan inviting him to be King, 

‘Let the Adieling come hither to me/ said the Duke. ‘And 
let certain dtkens of London come also. I will he as good a 
lord to them as ever my kinsimn King Edward was/ 

Z3 
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Tlicy ciune; and though not all of them could understand 
the Norman-French language in which the tall, broad- 
shouldered, kecn-cyed stranger spoke to them, his looks and 
gestures made it plain that he wished them no evil. Wheti 
Edgar Athcling knelt in homage he was raised up and kissed 
on the cheek. 

None the less William did not immediately trust Itimself 
in the midst of the Anglo-Saxon citizens of London. He 
sent first a body of nten to start building a stronghold on 
Thames-side, east of St, Paul’s, partly as a wanting to the 
people, partly as a place of refiige in case of tumults. At a 
spot where AKrcd the Great liad planted a similar though 
smaller fortress in a bastion of the old Roman Wall, they 
dug deep trenches and raised temporary wooden walls. 
Some ten years later those wooden waJb were replaced by 
a formidable tower of flint and stone, palace, stronghold and 
prison all in one; the Towner of London. 

On Christmas Day, 1066. a cold, snow-showery day, 
William, first of that name, was crowned in the Abbey of 
Westminster, Then began his heavy task of rhang j n g the 
whole sliapc and colour of English life, that process of 
‘Nomiaxiizing* whicli gave to England a new royal dynasty, 
a new language, new laws, and a new greamess such as she 
had never known before. 

One of the first deeds of Iiis reign was to grant a charter 
to London, promismg that die citizens should be under the 
same laws ‘as in King Edward’s day*; that every child should 
be his fadier’s heir; and that he ‘would not sulTcr any man to 
do them wrong/ 

That charter, written in the Anglo-Saxon lot^ue, is still 
preserved in Guildhall. It is one of the most momentous 
documents in English Iiistoty*^—^^and it is only six inches long. 

When William’s tinic came to die he remembered die 
poor of London and bequeathed to them a thousand pounds 
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of silver—a bcf^ucst duly paid over by his rcd-^ccd, ficrcc- 
tenipcrcd son ajid successor, WiUiam Rufus. 

The Norman Kings continued to respect the ancient 
liberties of London; yet, curiously enough, it was under johti, 
the worst of the Plantagenets, that the first Court of Alder¬ 
men was set up, 'five and twenty of the more discreet men, 
of the Cit)', sworn to take counsel on behalf of the City*, 



Arigio^Saxcns at dinner 
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together with the Mayor. And m a comniuiiity where 
Norman French was the language of law and commerce 
these men bore the definitely AngloSaxon title of' Aider- 
men'—the 'elder men*. 

London fio unshed. But if a citizen ofLondinium Augusta 
had returned to his old home he would have found little to 
admire. No pillared Basilica nqw% no stately Forum, no 
'v'ilias with tessellated pavements of many colours and no 
central hearing ] The only stone-built erections in sight would 
be the Tower, St. Paul’s cathedral, and some religious 
foundations; for the rest, nothing but narrow, irregular 
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streets bordercd with thatched wooden houses in which the 
only source of warmth was a smoky open hearth, 

A ttt'clfth-^rentury chromclcr described London as ‘merry 
in her sports’, ajiid meny indeed she must have been. Boys 
played football in the streets. Prosperous merchants mounted 
their nags to hunt the wild boar and the fallow deer in 
Epping Forest and on Flighgate Flill. In the open spaces such 
as Moorfields the young men raced, leaped, practised 
archcry, danced, played bowls and trap-ball, while their 
eiders sauntered on the green turf and indulgently watched 
their sports. In winter, when the marshy fiats were &ozen 
over, people swooped to and &o upon skates made of sheeps* 
bones. 

It had needed great efiorts on the part of Boadicca to bum 
Londinium to the ground; but the ramshackle later dwellings 
were constantly destroyed by devastating fires, and even St, 
Paul’s did not always escape. The magnificent cathedral 
begun in the last years of the eleventh century rose from the 
blackened ashes of an earlier and smaller church which was 
itself built on the site of a yet carUer one wliich had perished 
by fire, Monarchs and Mayors strove long and energetic¬ 
ally to deter the cirizens fiom building wooden or lath-ond- 
plastcr houses roofed with thatch; but it was not until the 
Great Hre of 1666 that brick and stone replaced drnber 
throughout the City. 

On the feast of St. Thomas, December aist, 1118, many 
houses round about Cheapside were burned to the ground. 
Among these was the house of Gilbert Becket, a prosperous 
Anglo-Norman merchant whose wife had tliat very day 
given birth to a son destined to fill all Europe with his 
renown. The child w-as named after the Apostle upon whose 
festival he had come into a frosty and frightening world, fn 
after years the whole of Christendom honoured him as 
Thomas of Canterhury^ Saint and Martyr, but in his wordJy 
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days before King Henry the Secontl insisrecl on making him 
an Archbishop, he loved to call Jiimself Thomas ‘of London'. 
There is preserved in the Record Office an impression, of his 
seal, made when he was at the height of his glory, and bearing 
the inscription Ecce SigiUain Thomae de behold the 

seal of Thomas of London. 

To Gilbert Fohot, Bishop of Hereford, tliis remarkable 
man wrote: ‘ that the City of London surpasses in grandeur 
ail the other cities of the Kingdom is well known . . . for 
the business of the whole realm is transacted therein; it is the 
residence of the sovereign and frequented more than any 
other by bis nobles,' The Londoners were aware that the 
King’s favourite was proud to call himself oneofthem. They 
must have followed with interest, sometimes possibly with 
alarm, the strange course of bis career, first as Chancellor, 
high in royal regard, then as Archbishop, defending die 
rights of the Church against the encroachments of a King 
who was his friend no longer. When he came among them 
for the last time in tbe year of his death they advanced three 
miles beyond the city walls to welcome him. With all other 
Christian folk, but with a very personal sense of pity and 
horror, they shuddered at the news that he had been butchered 
by four Knights upon the altar-steps of his own cathedral. 

Though the Apostle Paul had always been London’s 
patron saint the Londoners decided withiu fifty years of 
Bccket s martyrdom to commend to his especial protection 
the city of his birth. They had a new Common Seal de^ 
signed, showing liim in vestments and mitre, enthroned 
upon a rainbow-shaped arch and raising his hand in benedic¬ 
tion. On either side kneels a little group of long-gosvned 
citizens; beneath can be seen the tow'cts and spires of a 
London which already contained more than a hundred 
churches. The Latin motto encirding the sea] reads, Me 
uiho gaue thee birth cease not, O Thomas, to protect. Six years 
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after his death, when die erection of a new London Bridge 
was begiin^ an exquisite little chapel dedicated to hh memory 
w^as placed in the very centre^ to remind aU who passed over 
or under that Thomas, Archbishop and Martyr, was also a 
loyal Londoner. Did he not once knock down a cower 
which a stubborn King was building against the wishes of 
the people? 
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Tlic Conqueror s youngest son, the bookish Henry the 
First, confirmed by charter the ancient rights of the city, 
and added new privileges. The Londoners, he declared, 
should have no overlord but the King: their Sheriffs should 
be elected by themselves instead of being chosen by him or 
his successors; their powers were made to stretch beyond their 
circling walls, for thenceforth they might ‘farm’ the county 
of Middleseif; and they bad hunting rights not only through- 
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out tliat coimtj' but as the Chiltcms on one side and 

as far as St, Mary Cray in Kent on the other. As late as tlic 
reign of Elizabeth the First the Lord Mayor and Aldermen 
went fox-hunting on Higlibury Hiil and killed a fox in 
Cripplcgate. 

Lying at the end of the great trade-route from Con¬ 
stantinople and the Near East, London attracted commerce 
as if by a natural magnetic ’pull*. Spices, coats of mail, 
rich silks, fine linens, strong sweet wines were unloaded 
daily upon her quays. Of all these things the reigning 
sovereign had ‘first pick’, and it was one of the dudes of 
the Sheriff to attend him while he was making his choice. 
The Londoners came next, and finally the people of Win¬ 
chester and Oxford were permitted to choose. 

There was one respect at least in which the imaginary 
visitor from Londinium Augusta would now find his old 
home changed for the better. Each house of any importance 
had a patch of garden, large or small, and the sweet scent of 
roses and lilies, mint, southernwood and sage struggled with 
the fiir-from-swcct odours rising from the unpaved streets 
where filth was allowed to gather, rubbish was piled up, and 
ducks and pigs wandered at will. Certain pigs had bells 
round their necks, and these no man ntight drive aw'ay, as they 
belonged to the monastic order of St. Antony, housed near 
what is now Thrcadneedlc Street, but when it was found rhar 
some unscrupulous pig-owners hung bells on tfidr pigs to 
claim for them the same privilege the Mayor took appro¬ 
priate action to put a stop to this fraud. Whcji distinguished 
visitors were expected sudden desperate efforts were made 
to cleanse the roadways, which were then hastily strewn 
with sand or straw; but in general the dirt and dust and stench 
were such as a modem Londoner could not even imagine. 

Through the medic\'^al City flowed what have been called 
the Lost Rivers, those tributaries of the Thames which. 
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rising on the northern heights, are now imprisotied in pipes 
and sewers or have vanished altogether. The Fleet, torn 
which Fleet Street takes its name, ^owed a zig-zag course 
and joined the greater river near Black&iars. The little 
Walbrook, dividing tire two low hills upon which Roman 
London was built, was not vaulted over dll the fifteenth 
century. The Westboumc is sdll visible at one point: it feeds 
the Serpentine in Hyde Park. The name of Stratford (Street 
Ford) Place, Oxford Street, marks the spot v^hcre the Tyburu 
crossed that highway. It turned a water-mill for the monks 
of Westntinster before losing itself in the Thames near 
Vauxhall. Dw'ellers upon the bants of these streams were 
constantly being scolded by the Mayor for alloiving them 
to become silted up with refuse and wcU into the ciglitcenth 
century' the terrible state of the Fleet Ditch was proverbial. 

When Wdliam the Atheling, only son of Henry die First, 
perished in die wreck of the White Ship, Londoners realized 
with dismay that no man knew who next might wear the 
crovm. The King’s only daughter, the Empress Matilda 
(sometimes called ‘Maud’ for short) was far away in the 
German Empire, where she had been brouglii up, but his 
nephew Stephen had been bred in England. The time would 
come when they must choose bctw'Ccn the two and it was 
not difiicnlt to guess w'here their choice would fall. 

Meanwhile the King, his court, his capital, and indeed the 
whole land, lay under a dark cloud of sorrow. He had always 
been a stem man, but after tlic death of W illiam the Athcliug, 
men said that he never simled again. In earlier da^'s lie had 
been seen to smile—sometimes even heard to laugh—at the 
meny quips of a certain Rahcrc, who may liave been his 
official jester, or perhaps the wittiest member of liis royal 
household. 

Like many other people coimcctcd with the Court Rahcrc 
was so deeply shocked by the tragedy of the White Ship that 
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lie resolved to go oti a pilgrimage to Rome, All pilgrims 
did not set forti in this solemn mood; many of them went 
simply for the fun of seeing strange lands in company with 
many-coloured groups of feltow-pilgrims; hut in the mind 
of Rahcrc was nothing bur penitence and piety. While he 
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ivas in Rome he fell sick of a fover, and in his delirium he had 
a vision of the Apostle Bartholomew, who promised Kim 
that he would recover if on his return to England he built 
in die place called Smoothheld’ a hospital for the sick poor 
dedicated to the Apostle himself. Rahere vowed that he 
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would obey. He did recover; and when he was safely back 
in London he set to work to fulfil liis vow. 

The King readily granted him a tract of land upon the 
rather dreary spot chosen by St, Bartholomew, and gifts of 
all kinds soon came pouring In. llalicrc became a monk— 
he was the first Prior of the Priory of St. Bartholomew's, 
Smichficld—and people thronged to hear him preach, for 
his sermons were as witty as his worldly talk had once been. 
Children loved him. The small bo}'s and girls of the parish 
found it a delightful new game to carry' little baskets of sand 
or gravel for him wlicn die foundations of the new church 
and liospital were being laid out. The seaf^ers of London 
loved the place too, and when tlicy returned safely from 
perilous voyages they offered silver models of their ships to 
be hung before the high altar. 

Those silver ships van idled long ago, but the clioir or 
eastern part of die church sdll stands and is the most ancient 
—and the most beautiful—sacred building widiin die line 
of the old city walls. Tlierc you may see Prior Rahere's 
tomb, on which lies his carven image in his monk's habit: a 
little monk holding a large book kneels on one side of liim, 
and at his feet kneels an angel holding a sliield. Not &r away 
the great hospital of St. Bartholomew, familiarly called 
'Barfs’, still catties on the noble work of healing begun by 
him more than eight hundred years ago. 

After the death of the unsmiling iCing it became necessary' 
to decide who should reign in his stead. In spite of the &ct 
that Stephen had twice sworn allegiance to lus cousin, the 
Empress Matilda, as ‘Lady of England’, he did not h»itatc 
to accept tlie crown when the citizens of London, asserting 
their ancient right, chose him as King, They knew him well, 
and they thouglit well of him; they had no mind to bow the 
knee to a Queen Regnant and what they had heard of the 
Empress and her second husband, Geoflrey of Anjou, nick- 
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luinetl ‘Plancagcnct',^ did little to reassure them. She was a 
masterful woiiuii; he w'as a foolish man; they had a small 
son who might possibly grow up to resemble them both. 
So the Londoners backed Stephen, though they were not 
pleased when he filled their city with foreign solndicrs w'hom 
he had hired to fight in support of his not-very-good claim; 
and they soon realized that he was not the stulf of which a 
strong King is made. 

Years passed; the ding-dong struggle w'Ent on; and in 
fulness of time Henry, the son of GcolFrey and Madida, 
appeared in England, and succeeded in persuading Stephen 
to promise that he and none other should follow him upon 
the throne. Once again the Londoners were ill-plcascd, 
‘We will not have a robber firotn Anjou for our King,' said 
they; but when in due course Henry the Second was crowned 
tlicy changed their note. 

One of his first actions w^as to send away Stephen's foreign 
hirelings; then he set about ruling his new realm with a firm 
hand. 

During the thirty-five years that his reign lasted Henry 
spent in England less than fburtcen all told. Yet ujidcr die 
rule of his ministers London prospered, growing in wealth, 
influence and outw'ard loveliness. She had now at least 146 
churches, not all built of stone but all of dietn lit hy stained 
glass windows and surmounted hy bclfiies which filled die 
air with their chimes. Her walls, uiigrimcd as yet by coal- 
smoke, shone pearly white in the clear air. 

In the year 1176 a new bridge of stone was built near the 
site of an older one of clmwood bur a little (ardicr west. A 
priest called Peter de Colechurch was bridge-master, and 
from the drcumstancc diac Henry the Second contributed 
to the cost with the proceeds of a tax on w'ool grew the 
saying that ‘London Bridge is built on wool-packs'. Even 
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die graceless King Jolm lesncd tolls on foreign mencliants to 
help towards the maintenance of die structure, whidi was 
twent)' feet wnde and rested upon nineteen pointed arches. 

Meanwhile die lines dividing Normans from Saxons were 
gradually growing fiintcr. A new people, rightly called the 
‘English’^ Tverc coming into existence. 

The second Piantagenet, that fierce, valiant and romantic 
figure, Richard of the Lion Heart, seems to have thought of 
London chiefly as a place in which to borrow money. During 
his long absences from England he appointed Longchamps, 
Bishop of Ely, to cxerdsc the royal authority—and to squeeze 
as much gold as possible out of the resentfnl citizens. Two 
years before his crowning Richard bad pledged himself to 
join the other Chrisdan princes who were planning the 
Third Crusade, and no sooner had the croivn been placed 
upon his handsome auburn head than he began ro look about 
him in quest of the fiinds needed to finance this great adven¬ 
ture. He knew well where would be the most promising 
place to looL T would sell London,' he once exclaimed, ‘if 
I could find someone to buy!' 

It was indeed London gold which helped to pay for his 
magnificent ship, TretiC-ia-Mer or Cleave the Sea, for his 
famous flame-coloiircd charger, Flavel, and for the scarlet 
saddle embroidered with golden leopards which so dazzled 
the people of Joppa when he rode in triumph through the 
town. 

England paid dearly for the privilege of having a Crusader 
King; and when on his homeward way from that luckless 
enterprise he was captured and held for ransom by the 
German Emperor, the good folk of London were com¬ 
pelled to contribute towards that ransom a sum equal to 
two milli on pounds in modem currency. His reign was none 
the less memorable in the history of the City, for it w'as in 
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1193 that in any documcmt sdll existing the chief citizen was 
first called the ‘Mayor': 'Lord Mayor' be would not be 
called until the very end of the Plantageiiet period, it was 
under the name of‘Mayor’ that he was appointed one of the 
□fiicial treasurers of the royal ransom-money. 

During Richard's absence Ids graceless younger brother 
John had been plotting busily against him. He was clever 
enough to make use of the loathing felt by die Londoners 
Ibr the Bishop of Ely; and it so fell out that in October. 1191. 
the Barons of the realm and die principal cidzeiis of London 
held a meeting in St, Paul's Cathedral at which they deposed 
the Bishop and accepted John as Regent in Richard’s stead. 

Jolm on his side swore to maintain the ancient hberdcs of 
the City and to recoguize its insdtudon as an indcpaident. 
self^oveming or corporation governed by a 

Mayor. London thus became the first municipal corporation 
in England, serving as a model to the rwenty'-cight lesser 
medieval towns wliich afterwards received charters. ILichard 
the First was a ready grantcr of charters—they brought 
money into his almost empty t^easur)^ At an early date the 
Mayor and Aldermen maintained a force of armed men, 
available either for police work or for service in the field. 
These w'crc later known as the 'Armed Bands', and later 
still as the ‘Trained Bands', and they were destined to play 
an important part in England's story. The London Terri¬ 
torial Regiments may be said to represent them in our own 
day , and on the civilian side the City and Metropolitan Police. 

The return of Richard the Fust from prison was one of the 
occasions when the streets were hastily cleansed and such 
pigs as had no bells about tlteir necks v^crc driven away. 
As the King, pale and haggard fiom the hardships of his 
captivit}', rode through the City, Ho wets were strewn before 
hJs liorse's hooft. 

'My lord King.’ said one of the German nobles who had 
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come to receive the ransom-money, ‘if my master the 
Em|>cror could see this sight, he would demand a larger 
ransom!’ 

Richard soon went overseas again, but in his absence the 
officers representing him svere soon at their old tricks of 
exacting taxes and tolls with ever-increasing harshness and 
greed. A number of angry Londoners rose in rebellion under 
a certain William RtzOsbert, nicknamed Wilham *of the 
Long Eeard’. He was a goldsmith by trade, had gone 
crusading against the Moors in Portugal, and Itad also been 
^voured with a vision of St. ThoniJ^ of Canterbury, Per¬ 
haps on this account Archbishop Hubert Walter, acting for 
the absent King, dealt mildly with him at first; but the City 
authorities, disliking violence in any form, had their own 
ideas and hanged liim on the gallows near Smithfield Priory. 

A year later two of the abuses which most annoyed the 
citizens were removed. The Wardens of die Tower were 
forbidden to ask more than the lawful toll-money from ships 
coming up the Thames and all the weirs in the river were 
removed. These weirs were useful to fishermen but most 
inconvenient Ibr trading vessels. 

Richard died as he had lived—a true figure of cliivalry; 
there was nothing chivalrous about bis brother John. Tlic 
Londoners, it is true, found him at first an uncommonly 
affiible Prince, and his rich raiment, his crimson mantle sewn 
with sapphires and pearls, his white damask, tunic girdled 
with garnets and sapphires, his white gloves set one witli a 
sapphire and the otlicr with a ruby, appealed to their taste 
for splendour. But this happy state of a&ks did not last 
long. What respect could London feel for a King w'hosc 
folly fiung aw'ay most of the french territories inherited 
from liis father—^territories equal to three-fifths of modern 
France? What hope had they of spiritual comfort when 
their sovereign lord quarrelled so violently widi their 
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Holy Father die Pope, tliat the whole land was laid for four 
years under an Interdict? At such times Christian niartiagc 
and Christiaji buriaJ were denied, chough iiitants might be 
baptized and Mass was celebrated four times a year. Bclfiics 
were silent, churches were empty, thistles and poppies sprang 
up in churchyards. 

It seems hardly surprising that when the Pope invited 
Philip Augustus of France to invade and annex England, 
the English, well accustomed to be ruled by Kings of foreign 
birth, should have agreed, feeling no doubt that none could 
be worse than the one they already had 

Jolui was frightened: he grovelled. London had no use 
now for this miserable image of royalty, and he seems to have 
hated the City as heartily as the City hated him. In the 
nineteenth year of his evil reign Barons and Bishops, 
gathering once more in St. Paul s Cathedral, swore an oath 
to put an end to the cidls of John's rule. The Barons spoke 
Norman-French; so did the Bishops, when they were not 
speaking Latin; but in character they were all English, as we 
understand the word to-day, aud Archbishop Stephen 
Langton, the leader of die Church Part)'", was ueithcr Norman 
nor Saxon hut an EngHshman, horn and bred of the rwo 
races. 

From this meeting iu the sdll frre-searred London cathedral 
grew one of the greatest events in our history—Magna Carta; 
but at first the only demand made was that John should 
renew the Charter granted by his great-grandfather, Henry 
the First, 

Events follow'cd fost. Jolin twisted and rumed, oflbred 
(not for the first time) to hand over his dominions to the Pope 
in exchange for papal support against the Barons, professed 
great anxict}' to take the Cross and fight in Palestine: but he 
bad to choose between fighting the Barons and the Bishops 
in the open field or doing what they desired. 
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The Londoners dug a new and deep nioat round dieir rather 
battered city wall. Robert FitzWalter, Baron of Dunniow', 
heredidary 'Banneret' or commander of London’s armed 
forces, was created 'Marshal of the Army of God and Holy 
Churcli'. He lived in Baynard’s Castle, one of the great 
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fortress-palaces rising along the south side of the Strand, and 
could therefore claim to be in some sense a Londoner, 

Larly in the summer of i2ij it seemed as if open war&re 
would be the only way out. The Barons, who had massed 
their forces north of London, attacked eeitain royal strong¬ 
holds but they dared not risk a direct attack on the greatest 
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royaJ stronghold of all—the Tower of Londoiv, where the 
King had taken up his quarters. Then a message came to 
then: which changed the whole course of historv. 

It canie from the citizens of London, who sent word that 
if the Barons wished to enter the City they would find 
Aldgate unbarred. When the King heard that the Barons 
were hot on his heels, he fled to Windsor. Those deter¬ 
mined men did not forget what they owed to the Londoners. 
Tlie Charter to which John gave his reluctant assent at 
Ruimymedc on June ij, 1215, contained siitty-nine clauses 
or conditions; and the fifteenth of these ran ... 'the City 
of London shall have all its andent Liberties and fiee Customs 
as well by Land as hy Water'. 

But England’s (and London's) troubles were not ended at 
Runn^medc. The King wriggled his way out of his pronnscs 
and the Barons in desperation invited Prince Loins, eldest 
son of Philip Augustus, King of France, to come over and 
take possession of die English throne. 

He came—in May, 1216; he remained for about a year, 
during which his bked troops occupied London. Sonic of 
the Londoners liked him well enough; others, after the some¬ 
what mysterious death of the graceless John bi October, 1216, 
ranged themselves with those who upheld the claims of 
John's young son, Prince Henry, now Henry' the Third, it 
was a curious position, for many of the Magna Carta Barons 
sided with Louis and thus became an anti-patriotic group 
b\ the land. Then cue of the most remarkable men of the 
pro-English party, William Marshal, Earl of Pembroke, 
was chosen 'ruler of the King and of the Kingdom’, He 
took the field against Louis of France, one of wliosc chief 
Captains he slew with his own hands. In due course Louis 
withdrew to his own dominions, and under William 
Marshal's strong and Just rule London and all England 
prospered. 
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Londoners knew him well by sight, a tall, athletic man, 
his face bronzed by exposure to the weather, and his air so 
noble that, as a chronicler of the time declared, ‘he might 
have been the Emperor ot Rome In his earlier da)'! he had 
journeyed to the Holy Land, ‘where in two years he wrought 
such great deeds as no one else might have wTOUght in seven‘. 
At the Coronation of Richard Lion Heart he had earned the 
golden sceptre of England while die Mayor earned the crystal 
sceptre of London, 

shortly before his death in the year 1219 this fine states¬ 
man-warrior joined the order of military monks kno'wn as 
the Templars—the Knights of the Temple at Jcmsalcni. 
Wearing their characteristic garb, the great white tnande 
with the eig ht-pointed crimson cross on one slioulder, he was 
duly buried in their noble circular church on Tliames-side. 
He did not hvc long enough to be disappointed by the young 
King’s folly, extravagance and feebleness. Like his father 
John and Ills uncle Richard, Henry was always trying to 
squeeze more and yet more money out of London. He even 
called upon the Sheriffs to pay fonrpence a day tow^ards the 
upkeep of his pet bear, and to supply a cord for it w'hcn it 
desired to sivim in the river. It was he who moved die royal 
menagerie from Woodstock to die Tower, and there it 
remained dll During all those six centuries it was a 

popular sight—hence the saying ‘to go and sec the lions', 
which has long outlasted the Tower menagerie. 

The Jewish community were expected to pay his w'ax- 
chandlcrs and his wine-merchants; the Jewish quarter of the 
City was sacked and plundered during his reign and stones 
from the ruins were used to repair the City walls. Many 
innocent Jews as well as many guilty ones (and a few Christ¬ 
ians) were cruelly punished for the grave crime of‘clipping’ 
the coinage — that is to say, reducing the weight and value of 
the coins by clipping the edges and then meldng down for 
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their own benefit the metal thus obtained. Yet the Children 
of Israel kept their foothold in England despite persecution 
and public hatred. There were more than a million of them 
when, they were expelled by Edward the First in 1291. 

London was now a lovdy sight, 

A City hlazomi //fee s missal-^ook, 

Black with oalitn gables catven md msaoiled. 

She prospered; yet she was not at peace, for the King's 
Frcnch-bom brodier-in-law, Simon dc Montfort, Earl of 
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Leicester, was making desperate efforts to bring about certain 
much needed reforms. It was for of de Montfort and 
his followers that Henry and his foolish Queen, Eleanor of 
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Provcacc, took ccfugt in ihc Tower, but she soon decided 
that Windsor would be an even safer retreat, and so sec o(F 
up the river in hci red'-oared barge. The strength and 
swnftness of the current between the piers of London Bridge 
often made it a diiliciilt and even dangerous matter to get a 
boat through. People w'ould peer over to watch boatmen 
'shoodng rapids’, and some of these idlers recognized 
die flag on Eleanor’s barge. Thereupon, says an old chroni¬ 
cler, ‘simdrie Londiners’ not O'lily ‘cryed owt upon her with 
reprochfuU words but also thresv myre and stones at her'. 
Her husband and her loiig-Icggcd elder son were furious. 

Led by their Mayor, Thomas FitzThomas, the myority 
of the ‘Londiners’ w'ere hot on de Montfort’s side. The 
minority', headed by a pepperer named John dc Gisors, 
barred the gates of London Bridge against the Earl and threw 
the keys into the river. FitzThomas then caused the gates to 
be broken down, and in de Montfort came. Many London 
lads later followed the Frenchman into Sussex and fought 
for him at the Battle of Lewes, though without winning 
much glory on the field. Edward of the Long Shanks, 
remembering how ‘simdrie Londiners’ had insulted His 
mother, concentrated his attack upon their part of the line with 
deadly effect, thereby leaving the main body of die royal army 
unsupported and enabling his flither’s enemy to win the day. 

A year later the tables were turned at the Battle of E vesham 
where de Montfort perished and the ciusc for which he 
stood was, for the time being, overthrown. London was 
fined 20,000 marks for siding with him; FitzThomas was 
summoned to Windsor Castle and never seen again; and for 
five years the City was ruled by die Constable of the Tower 
instead of by a Mayor of its own choosing. Then, at the 
request of the Queen and her son, the King restored that 
andent right of choice, stubbornly claimed since Anglo- 
Saxon days. 
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Another link with those days was—and is—the City 
Sccptie, a rod of grooved crystal one foot six inches long, 
adorned with bands of pearls and sapphires set in gold, and 
carried by the Chief Magistrate of London at the Coronation 
of every English sovereign from dme immemorial. It was 
carried by Sir Rupert dc la Bere before Queen Elizabeth 
the Second in June, 1953 , but as there are now no banquets 
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Still in the pessrssiatt of the City 

in Westminster Hall he and the Aldermen could not serve 
her as cupbearers on chat occasion—another andent privilege. 

When Londoners elected a new Mayor they proceeded in 
great state to Westminster to obtain the royal assent. If the 
King were absent, the Barons of the Exchequer represented 
him. These ‘ridings’ were the orig^ of the modem Lord 
Mayor’s Show, but the Lord Chief Justioc now acts for the 
sovereign, and the scene is at the Law Courts instead of at 
the Palace of Westminster. The brief ceremony itself is 
much the same as i t was in Plancagenec days. 




CHAPTER HI 


Turbulent Years 

I ONDONERS were proud of their city* It had been 
founded, they said, by a Trojan Prince named Brut, 
-^and by him called ‘New Troy’. Nobody knew that 
this legend grew out of a dim remembrance of the Trino- 
vantes, the Celtic tribe of pre-Roman times* 

In the thirteenth century Mathew Paris, a monk of St. 
Albans, drew a little sketch of !a Cit^ de Ltmdres, a waOed 
City pricked with towers. St. Paul's rises in the centre, with 
la Tour on the left, and Lambeth and Westminster on the 
right. Between them flow's la grafts rfVr'^nf de la Tamise. One 
can make out Aldersgate, Cripplegate, Ludgate and Billings>- 
gate. Ever)^ gate in the wall was fortified and guarded, but 
the room or rooms over jt would he used as sort of‘flatlet’. 
The Tosvn Crier lived at Aldersgate, the Chief Carver at 
fiisliopsgatc, the poet Chaucer for a little while at Aldgate. 
Being responsible for the upkeep of the gate called his, the 
Bishop of London could claim one sdek foom each cartload 
of faggots passing through. 

No houses are shown in Brother Mathew's drawing, and 
no churches except the cathedialj but the houses were many 
and small and the churches many and large within the girdle 
of the ancient walls. In the ground-floor chamber of these 
two-storeyed wooden dwellings merchants displayed their 
wares and craftsmen plied their craft. In the room above 
(there was seldom niore than one) the owner of the house 
lived with his family* Among the thatched roofe silver 
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blossom peeped out in May and golden apples in September. 
Upper storeys had to leave a space of nine feet to enable a 
horseman to ride by without bumping his head. 
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the narrow, ewisdng streets were crowded by people: 
cow'Icd monks, shaven priests, long-gowned merchants 
with bronze-ebsped pouches hanging from their girdles, 
shrill-voiced ’prentice lads, pilgrims, minstrels, knights in 
leather suits rust-stained from their armour. Merchants’ 
wives and daughters were so fond of fr lie wing tltc fashions 
fr voured by ladies of high degree that royal decrees regubted 
the wearing of any furs finer than rabbit or lambkin, or any 
garment lined or trimmed with rich silk. There was always 
something to be seen: a baker who had sold short-w'cight 
loaves dragged on a hurdle to the pillorv', a white-freed 
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culprit on hh way to the gallows, a religious procession with 

filming incense and billowing banners, a wedding party 
singing as they went. Better still were the royal pageants. 
When Edward the First returned from Palcstme for his 
crowning, gold and silver coins showered from the windows; 
and when he came in triumph after some viaory over the 
wild Welsh or the stubborn Scots the City Guilds vied with 
each other as to who best should welcome him. 

On one such occasion the Fishmongers, forty-six of them, 
rode through the streets upon steeds tricked out with dippers 



STRANGE DEATH OF A DEAN 47 

and moustaches to represent ‘sea-liorses*, the medieval name 
tor a walrus. Huge models of salmon and sturgeon, gay with 
gilding, were drawn by teams of eight land-horses. There 
were soil salmon in the Thames and already a sturgeon svas 
regarded as a dish for the table of a King. 

Edward of the Longshanks was a ruler as well as a warrior. 
He fostered trade and protected merchants. When he 
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imposed heavy taxes he explained, even with tears, why the 
money' was needed and how sorry he was. The E>ean of 
St. Paul’s was so indignant when the royal tax-gatherers 
raided the cathedral treasury, he went to Westminster and 
craved speech with the King. The prayer was granted; but 
the eye of Edward glared at him so fiercely, he fi;ll dead at 
Edward's feet. 

Though the City clashed sometimes with its long-legged 
monarch, the dtiEeus grieved with him over the death of his 
Queen, the beloved Eleanor of Castile, and stood sadly 
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watching the funeral procession as it niovetl through the 
streets on its way to Westminster. Her co£n rested a w'hile 
in Chcapside, and a beaudfiil sculptured cross later marked 
the spot. The last of fourteen ‘Eleanor crosses’ was at the 
village of Charing,^ thereafter called ‘Charing Cross’. 

As so often happens, a strong father was followed by a 
weak son, Edward the Second, foppish and feeble, was 
quite un£t to cope with the Scots, especially after they had 
found in Robert the Bruce a leader worthy of a valiant 
people fighting to be free. When Bruce pressed southward 
and threatened the important Border stronghold of Berwick- 
upon-Tw'ced the City sent a detachment of armed men to 
share in the vain English effort to save it from die Scots. 

One of die outstanding ftgurcs in this unhappy reign was 
Walter de Stapledon, Bishop of Exeter, Cujto or Warden 
of London and treasurer of the realm, Exeter Street, running 
down from the Strand to the north bank of the Thames, 
marks the site of the great palace once the town residence 
of the Bishops of that see. Bishop Walter did his utmost to 
guide aright the wilftil successor of Ins old master, Edward 
the First, but Edward the Second would not be guided. 
Foolish in his choice of friends, the mocking Piers Gaveston 
and dte greedy Dcspeitscrs, the young Kiitg was also most 
unfortunate in his Queen, Isabel, sometimes called the Shc- 
Wolf (}f France. She had tried to cultivate the good-will of 
the City. When her son, the future Edward the Third, was 
bom, she sent a courteous letter to inform the ‘Mayor, 
Aldermen and Commonalty of London', whereupon, as 
the old records tell, they met in Guildhall, ‘and carolled and 
showed great joy’, and passed through the streets ‘with 
great glare of torches and with trumpets and other minstrel¬ 
sies.’ 
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They were perrurbed when she left her husbajid, taking her 
young son with hei, and remained for two years in her native 
land of France. W hen she returned, she issued proclamations 
promising to renvove many grievances and, incidentally, to 
get rid of die iCingh evil fttends. One of these proclaniarions 
was affixed to the Cross in Chcapsidc, amid much popular 
excitement. King Edward was in the Tower, but on hearing 
that the proclamation had been welcomed by the people and 
that his wife and son were approaching London widi a large 
force of sympathisers, he took to flight. 

Bishop de Stapiedon was made of sterner stuff. As Warden 
of the City he demanded that the keys should be handed to 
him ‘for the preservation of peace and order’. This the 
Mayor and Aldermen were apparendy ready to do, but as 
they made their way towards his palace in the Strand they 
were met and forcibly hustled back to Guildhall by a mob 
which favoured the Queen and regarded him as a tool of 
the detested Despensers. Hearing this, the Bisliop mounted 
bis horse and rode up the Strand towards Ludgatc, apparently 
intending to seek sanctuary in St. Paul’s; but the mob were 
too quick for liim, Tlicy barred Ids way, dragged him &om 
the saddle, hauled liim to Clieapside, and there Iiastily and 
mercilessly hacked off his head. They also wrecked and 
looted Exoccr Hou^e. 

These evil deeds brought many evil things in their traiiu 
After the King liad been murdered even more cruelly than 
the loyal dc Stapiedon his widow ruled the land hand-in- 
glove with her favourite Mortimer, and ruled it so b-idly 
that London must sometimes have regretted even so poor a 
Prince as her husband was. The scene soon changed when 
the third Edward was old enough to grasp die reins. Then 
again the people carolled, the trumpets clamoured, die 
torches flared, to greet good tidings—the birdi of yet anodicr 
royal baby, or the news of yet another Engbsh victory- on 
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land or sea. And then again London men-at-arms fought 
against the still-troublesome Scots. Wearing green hoods and 
cheered on by their own minstrel, they acquitted themselves 
vahantly at Halidon Hill, when Berwick was finally wrested 
from Scotland. 

Merchants from many lands flourished upon Thames-side. 
Those from Lombardy gave Lombard Street the name it 



A» Efiglish Merclutrit cf Edward the Third's Reign 

A typical TcprcsaiuUivi of 4 dw gnawing rapidly in poiiw 

Frejjj dti EUcsmcrc Mattmeript 

sdll bears; those from the Baltic were granted a wharf ot 
their otum for the unloading of cargoes of timber and tar, 
rope and resin, flax and hemp. In 1340 Edward the Third 
gathered together a strong naval force to cope with the 
French and Genoese fleets which constantly harassed and 
plundered English shipping in the Channel and w'cre as 
troublesome to the mercantile vessels of other foreign 
nations as they were to those of his own subjects. London 
contributed three ships, of which one was called the Jonette, 
perhaps after the Captain's wife or his daughter; and a certain 
William Haunsard, an ex-Sheriff of the City, showed, by his 
gallant deeds that he could wield a sword as well as a quill- 
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pen. Sixpence a day seems a small rate of pay now. but hi 
the fourteenth century it was the highest for ordinary sea¬ 
men, and those 6om London were able to claim, it by reason 
of their superior pluck and skill. 

After the victory of Slup the Narrow Seas were free for 
a cinie. but presently ships that were little better than pirate- 
vessels began to play havoc with English craft bearing wool 
to Flanden and wine from Aquitaine. These new enemies 
bore the flag of Casdle, gay with golden castles and criimoii 
lions, but Edward resolved that the English flag witli its 
three golden lions on a red field should pur the Castilian 
beasts to flight, and this was duly done in 13 50 at die Battle 
of Lcspagnols-sur-Mer (the Spaniards-on-thc-sea), to the 
great joy of the King and the no small satjsfiction of his good 
Londoners. 

Between these two victories a grievous disaster fell upon 
Europe—^thc pesdleiicc known as the Black Death, brought, 
as some folk said, by Genoese merchants from the far bnd 
of Tartar)', Nearly half the population perished when in 
1348 it reached England, In the country cattle strayed 
among the unreaped com, ploughs rusted, thatch rotted, 
apples and cherries tumbled unliccdcd from the bough, but 
in London, where fresh air and water were both so hard to 
come by, the mortality was far heavier. Pitying the dead who 
were thrust into unconsccratcd earth, Sir Walter de Manny, 
Knight of the Garter, leased a large field from St. Bartholo¬ 
mew’s Priory and had it hallowed for Christian burial. Two 
hermits were to pray constantly for the souls of those who lay 
there. 

London, like the rest of the realm, stoutly supported 
Edw'ard die Third’s rather flimsy claim to the crovra of 
France, the claim w'hence sprang the long-drawn-out misery 
of the Hundred Years’ War. For some time there had been 
an uneasy feeling tliat a French fleet might slip up the Thames 
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Wider cover of cLickncss some nig hr. Six brass cannon on 
rollers, four and a half hundredweiglir of‘pellets' and thirt)'- 
two pounds of powder were stored anxiously in Guildb^l 
until the victories of Cre^y and Poiriers caused the danger to 
recede. The Black Prince sent the news of Poitiers to his 
‘dear and much beloved people of London', and presently 
the Mayor and Aldermen crossed London Bridge ui a proud 
procession to greet the Prince and the captive King of France 
upon the South Bank. The Prince had mounted his royal 
prisoner upon a handsome grey charger wliilc he hijnself 
trotted modestly upon a small black nag . 

So sorry vrere the Londoners for King Jean that several of 
the City Guilds, the Drapers, fishmongers, Mercers and 
Grocers among them, contributed sums towards the cnor* 
mous ransom demanded for him. He was lodged in the 
Palace of die Savoy, on the south side of the Strand, and 
thither the King and Queen came from "Westminster to visit 
him, rowed in their great barge with its red-painted oars. 
The ransom was never paid, and Jean died in the midst of his 
kindly enemies, the people of London. Wearing black 
hoods and carrying tapere, many of them followed Iris 
funeral procession across the Bridge on the first stage of the 
slow journey to the coast of Kent. 

His had been no strict captivity. On one occasion he was 
entertained at a banquet by Sir Henry' Picard, Vmmer, 
t\vicc Mayor, and wealthy citizen. Picard’s house was con¬ 
sidered not unworthy to receive four Kings at once—they 
of England, Scotland, France and Cyprus. After dinner the 
guests indulged in a little gambling, and the King of Cyprus 
grumbled because the dice fell so seldom in his fovour. Sir 
Henry offered to hand back all that he himself had won from 
him, but the Kings of France and Scotland would not hear 
of this. A gentleman who played games of chance, said they, 
must be willing to pay his losses. 
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Dame Picard’s &dier was, like her husband, a vintner. 
Trades often ran in ^mibos, but round about diac there 
was a certain vintner’s son who instead of following in liis 
Other’s footsteps bad become a page in the royal houscbold 
and tfaercafrer rose to various oEdal employments, the 
ComptroUershlp of the Customs of the Port of London 
among them. This was the tenant of the room above Aid- 
gate, Geoffrey Chaucer. Some of bis neighbours may have 
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heard with interest that he had actually charmed his royal 
patrons with verses written not in the Norman-French of 
courtly convention but in just such homely English* as they 
themselves spoke every day, 

There were two other poets then living in London and 
writing in English but neither was a Londoner bom. John 
Gower, a Kentish squire, was on firicndly terms with Geoffrey 
Chaucer, and it is possible tltat in the echoing aisles of St. 
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Paul's they may have imvi-ittingly nibbed cIImws ivith the 
third poet, a poor priest from the West Coimtry, William 
Langland by name, who eked out a meagre existence by 
singing Masses for the souls of the departed. The dust of 
Chaucer lies at Westminster, the dust of Gower at South- 
w'ark, but no one can say where the dust of Long Will 
Langland lies. 

In the same year that Sir Hcnr^' Picard entertained four 
Kings in his fine new house his own company, the Vintners, 
accused a certain John Penrose of selling red wine which 
was 'unsound and unwholesome, in deceit of the common 
people, in contempt of our lord the King .. . and to the 
grievous damage of the contmotialcy’. He was condemned 
to drink a deep draught of his own bad wine, whatever was 
left in the tankard being then poured over his head. 

There were only too many rogues about. Some made 
rings, buckles and btittons of base metal, painted them to 
resemble gold and silver and sold them as such; brewers 
watered their beer; taverners put folse bottoms in their 
tankards to make them hold less liquor than they seemed to 
do. Bakers put bars of iron in their loaves to make diem 
weigh more; some metal pots were so inferior that the mo¬ 
ment they were put on die fire they melted away. Between 
the wickedness of men and the watchfulness of the Mayor 
and Aldermen the pillory can seldom have stood empty for 
long. 

During the last years of the reign of Edward the Third 
many heads must have nodded anxiously together in the 
busy streets of his capital, for w'Jiilc he lay dying in the 
Palace of Sheen his v^ani eldest son, the Black Prince, ky 
dying in the Palace of Westminster. The King outlived the 
Prince only a year. In the meantime lus grandson, Richard 
of Bordeaux, had been formally recognized by London as 
‘very Heir Apparent', and bis second son, John of Gaunt 
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had b^n giving evidence of that meddJesome, masterful 
disposition wliich later caused so mucli trouble. He came 
forw-ard as the champion of John Wyclif a country priest 
who was preaching a new doctrine, namely that all authority 
should come from the Bible and none from the Church. 
This doctrine was naturally frowned upon by the great 
churchmen of the land, and many of Wyclif’s disciples were 
burned alive to punish them for their ‘heresy’^ punish¬ 
ment from which he himself was saved by the protection of 
John of Gaunt. 

So angry was that Prince when the Bishop of London and 
the Mayor took sides against the reformer, he threatened to 
drag the Bishop out of St. Paul’s cathedral by his hair and 
to abolish the title of ‘Mayor’. Biots broke out. The City 
Mibria, stout fellows armed with bills^ and bows, were 
summoned by beat of drum, and John’s palace in the Strand 
would have been sacked and burned if the Bishop had not 
generously interceded. 

It wmuld Itave been a wonderful house to loot, for it was 
full of treasures. We know that one of the beds was draped 
with rich wliite and crimson silk embroidered with a design 
showing a turtle-dove sitting in a golden tree. 

Hardly bad the aged King breathed his last when the 
Mayor and other leading citizens made their way to Sheen 
begging theelcvcn-year-K^Id Bichard the Second to come and 
take up his abode in the Tower, among his loyal subjects 
whose lives and fortunes were at his command. In accordance 
widi ancient custom he would in any case have spent the 
eve of Iiis Coronation within those andent walls, and this 
he duly did, 

On July 16, 1377, he was escorted in great state to West¬ 
minster, while bells chimed gaily and fountains ran with wine. 
As alwa^'s on such occasions, the new monarch had to draw 
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rein from dme to time in order to admire tniunphal arches, 
to listen to loyal compliments in rh)Tiie, and to watch brief 
pageants played upon temporary scaffolds by the wayside. 
In honour of the Black Prince’s son London made a special 
clTort; never had there been so many arches, such elaborate 
pageants, such quantities of flowery verse. In consequence 
poor young llidiard s progress %vas so often interrupted that 
it took hini duree hours to reach the Abbey; but one of the 
pageants must have pleased him, for the principal performers 
were four little girls about his own age. Dressed as angels, 
they stood on the towers of a wooden castle and sliowcrcd 
golden flowers and gilded florins upon his head and before 
the hoofr of his horse. Then they climbed down, and one 
of them offered him wine in a cup of gold. He must have 
been glad of a drink, for that slow, noisy ride under the hot 
July sun would be thirsty W'ork for a small boy. 

Everybody understood that young Richard could not be 
held responsible for the deeds of his counscUois or for the 
heavy taxes with which the people W'erc oppressed, but it 
was to him, then fourteen years of age, that a direct personal 
appeal was made when the men of Essex and Kent rose in 
rebellion in July 1381. Londoners were alarmed to learn 
that a huge mob was mustering in Blackheath, and they were 
still more alarmed when sympathizers svithin the City let 
down the drawbridge which William Walworth, the Mayor, 
had prudently caused to he drawn up. 

The Essex rebels were led by a loud-voiced fellow. Jack 
Straw by name; those from Kent marched under the com¬ 
mands of Walter the Tdcr, otherwise ’Wat Tyler’, of 
Deptford, with whom came John Ball, an eloquent, excit¬ 
able cleric whose sermons were such as to shock sober- 
minded people as much as they inflamed the other sort. No 
word of treason w’as uttered against the King, but many wild 
threats were shouted against the Chancellor of the realm. 
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Simon of Sudbury, Archbishop of Canterbury, die Treasurer, 
Sir liobert Hailes, and the King s unde, John of Gaunt. 

Wat Tyler's first objective was John of Gaunt’s magntB- 
cent palace in the Strand. Having killed those who sought 
to keep them out, mobs pillaged the richly-furnished rooms 
and then burned the whole palace to the ground. Next they 
destroyed the buildings of the Order of the Knights Hospital¬ 
lers in Clerkctiwell recently erected by Sir Robert Hailes. 

The King was in the Tower with his mother, the Princess 
of Wales, the Archbishop of Canterbury, and other great 
folk. By whose advice no one knows, perhaps on his own 
initiattve, he sent a message bidding the rebels retire to Mile 
End, where he would meet them, and hear what they had 
to say. 

The meeting took place, and Richard, with a smiling face, 
promised that they should receive a new charter to redress 
all their wrongs. Thirty derks were set to work that night 
by candlchgbt to make copies of tins charter for distribution 
throughout the land, and the deputation, completely satisfied, 
went their way; but neither Wat Tyler nor Jack Straw had 
come to meet the King. As soon as Richard had quitted die 
Tower and set off towards Mile End, they gathered together 
the more violent of their followers and entered diat andetit 
royal stronghold by force. 

When the Archbishop of C.intcrbury and Sir Robert 
Hailes lieard the tumult outside the walls and realized that 
the garrison would not be able—perhaps was not willing— 
to beat off the attack, they went to the Chapel of St. John 
in the Tower and hastily received the Sacrament for what 
Uiey both knew- must be the last time on earth. Wat Tyler 
and his men soon found them, and, declaring that they were 
traitors to the King, dragged diem out on to Tower Hill and 
there brutally hacked off their heads, which they later set up 
over London Bridge. They also found the King’s mother. 
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who bad taken cefuge in her richly-curtained bed, but beyond 
poking the bed with their swords to make sure that no one 
was hidden there and giving her a £ew beery kisses they did 
her no hami. 

The Princess’s attendants carried her, half-fainting, to a 
house of hers known as the ‘Wardrobe’ in Carter Lane, and 
there she was joined by her sort, who must then have re¬ 
gretted his mild treatment of the rebels, 

Next day Wat Tyler mustered some twenty thousand of 
his followers on the open space before the western door of 
St. Bartholomew’s Priory, Smithfield. In the interim there 
had been, as an old chronidcr puts it, ‘no little slaughter in 
the City’: the mob was completely out of hand, and any 
goodwill the Londoners may have felt towards them had 
now melted away. 

To Smitbheld the King came for a second meeting with 
his rebellious subjects. Wat Tyler, shaking liirn cordially by 
die hand, bade him to be of good cheer but added direatcn- 
ingly that the charters promised the previous day did not 
go far enough. Much more was needed to satisfy the people. 
Everything must be firce for everybody, Wat then dis¬ 
mounted horn the shaggy pony on which he had come to the 
meeting-place and called for a cup of water with which he 
noisily rinsed his mouth. After that he called for—and drank 
—a mug of ale before remounting. Suddenly a voice w^as 
raised in die group of nobles, knights and squires clustering 
round the King. 'I know that man,’ said the voice. ‘He is 
the greatest villain and robber in all Kent.' 

Wat Tyler was furious. 

By my ^th, he bellowed, 'I will never eat meat again 
until I have that fellow’s head!' 

At this critical moment the Mayor, William Walworth, 
rode up with twelve armed horsemen. 

Thrusting himself between Wat and the King, he sternly 
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told tlie rebel to respect the royal presence, Wat’s reply was 
an angry oath and a menacing gesture. Thereupon the Mayor 
drew his dagger and aimed a blow at the man's throat. One 
of die King’s squires followed with a second blow, but the 
first was enough. Tyler blindly wheeled his pony round, 
rode a few paces, and then, with a broken cry of ‘ Avenge 
me!’ tumbled dying fi-om the saddle. 
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They carried, him into St. Bartholomew’s Priory—you can 
still sec the carved gateivay through which he was carried— 
and his followers, loudly tamcnCmg the loss of their leader, 
bent their bow's as if about to begin a battle; but young 
Richard, in the true spirit of his father, the Black Prince, 
spurred liis horse forward and cried out, 'Tyler w'as a traitor 
—I will be your leader.’ He then bade them follow him to 
the fields near Clerkenwell, and a good many of them did 
so. When, however, they reached that open space they found 
a band of trained men' by whom the whole force of madmen 
was surrounded and hemmed in'. When Walw'orth ap¬ 
peared widi Wat Tyler s severed head on a lance the rebels 
realized chat the game was up. By nightfill not one of them 
remained within the walls of London. 

One of Richard's first actions was to knight Wilham 
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Walworth, together with three other worthy nierchaiits, 
Nicholas Brembre. John Philpoi and Robert Laundc. When 
Walw’orth protested modestly that he was ‘only a fish¬ 
monger' the King replied by dapping on his head a light 
steel helmet of the kind usually worn by knigh ts in the field. 
Grants of land went with these knighthoods, the first ever 
bestowed upon any London merchant. 

The Fishmongers' Company still preserves an andent 
weapon said to be the one witli which Walworth slew Wat 
Tyler; but the blade in the top left-hand corner of the City 
Arms is not, as many people believe, die dagger of that 
doughty Mayor; it b the sword of St. Paul, The motto, 
Domine dirige tios, means ‘God guide us.’ 

The Fishmongers were proud of WilUam Walworth, 
and righdy so; but die Grocen must have been equally proud 
of Joint Philpot. When in 1377 John of Gaunt tlncatciicd the 
andent liberties of London Philpot spoke out boldly in their 
defence; and when in the same year the French pounced 
upon Hastings and the Isle of Wight and a Scottbh pirate, 
John Mercer, began to prey upon the Channel shipping, 
Philpot fitted out a small squadron of vessels with a force of 
one thousand amied men, pursued the pirate, and captured 
hb prizes, among which w'ere fifteen Spanish mcrchantnien. 
In 1378 t h is doughty and far-sighted grocer bore the cost 
of one of the two stone towers erected below the Bridge to 
protect London from a possible attack by the French—an 
attack which never came. 

At that time the name of ‘ Grocer' was comparatively new. 
It was a dull name, meaning merely a man w^ho dealt in 
merchandise 'by the gross’. Before 1345 the Company had 
been known as the Pepperers and Spicers, a much more 
picturesque title, cspcdally if we remember at what perii 
the peppers and the spices w'cee brought overseas &om the 
East. 


CHAPTER IV 


Strife and Splendour 

T he Londoners, who had loved the Black Prince well, 
looked at first with great ^vour upon his f^r-(accd 
young son, They also lent money to hini, holding as 
security many objects of great value and beauty, of which 
the lists, chough not the things, remain, For example, a 
scarlet hood embroidered with rubies, a coat of cloth-of- 
gold buttoned with bells of gold, a doublet of tawny satin 
embroidered with pearls, three brooches m the form of 
white harts (the royal badge) set vidth rubies, one Spanish 
saddle set with precious stones. 

Better sdll did they love his first wife, the gentle Anne of 
Bohemia. When, she came to London as a bride the Mayor 
and the City Guilds rode out to tucct her in great state. A 
decree had gone forth that they should all wear a plain black 
and crimson livery, but the Goldsmiths willed it otherwise. 
They adorned the black cloth with knots of gold aitd silk, 
and the crimson cloth with stripes and trefiiils of silver. 

On one occasion Anne interceded with the King wlien he 
was unreasonably annoyed with die drixens. It befell that 
one of the Bishop of Salisbury’s mcn-servants snatched a 
loaf out of the basket of a baker's boy who was passing by 
the Bishop’s great house in the Strand, whereupon a mob of 
unruly people, mostly young apprenriees, surged round the 
house, making much noise but doing little harm. The Bishop 
himself was with the King at Win^or when lie received an 
account of this riot so liighly-coloured chat he rushed into 
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the royal presence with loud complaints against these violent 
ruffians. Richard, not pausing to enquire into the circum¬ 
stances, behaved quite as impetuously as anybody concerned. 
He withdrew London's andent right to elect her own Mayor, 
he removed from Wesoninster Hail to the City of York all 
records of suits and picas connected with London, and he 
appomted a Ctistot to rule In the place of the Mayor. 

In great dismay the City appealed to two people whom 
they knew to be able and hoped to be ready to help them— 
their Bishop and King Richard's Queen. Thanks to their 
pleading, cite King relented, and declared that if four hundred 
of the principal dtizcjts would come to Sheen Common, 
near his favourite country palace, and beg his pardon, it 
would be granted. They came, wearing their long livery- 
gowns all of one colour j they submitted diemsclvcs to him 
‘in the most lowly wise*; and they besought him ‘to take 
so great pejme upon him’ as to ride through London and sec 
for himself how loyal and obedient the citizens were. 

To this he agreed: and when in due course he rode across 
London Bridge from the Surrey side, he found cw’o rich 
gifts waiting for him—a pair of frnc Jiorses in trappings of 
cloth of gold. Better tilings still were in store. In Cheapside 
the houses were hung with tapestry, the people shouted joy¬ 
fully ‘King Richard, King Richardl’ and a child dressed as 
an angel and standing on a decorated platform bent down 
to set upon his head, as he rode by, a crown of gold ganiiidicd 
wicli gems and pearls. Next day the Mayor and other 
citizens ivent to Westminster and begged him to accept twro 
golden bowls each containing two thousand gold nobles:* 
and on the morrow the King kindly granted them a confirma¬ 
tion of all their andent rights and privileges. London was 
grateful also to her Bishop, Robert Braybrooke. For many 
years after his death the Mayor and Aldermen W'Ould go 
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upon certain saints' days to his grave in St. Paulas to pray for 
his soul. 

Some patches in Richard's reign were good and many 
were gorgeous and gay; but at the end there was nothing but 
black. Partly owing to the plotting of his cousin, John of 
Gaunt's exiled son, Henry Bolingbroke, Earl of Derby, and 
partly owing to liis own vanity and waywardness, the once 
well-loved King had as great a ^ as Humpty Dumpty. 
When he banished his cousin and set at naught the advice of 
liis counsellors and the wishes of his Parliament, he fondly 
thought that his troubles were at an end, whereas they were 
only beginning. Wc think of him mosdy as a fool and a 
^ure; yet it should not he forgotten that for eight years he 
ruled wisely and well, or that during those years London 
grew in beauty and prosperity. 

In 1399 died John of Gaunt. The Savoy being still a ruin, 
the place of the old man's death w’as the Bishop of Ely s 
house in Holbom. In his Will he left instructions chat round 
his tomb in St. Paul's ten tapers should be kindled, to signify 
the Ten Commandments, all of which he declared that be 
had broken. 

The downfdJ of Richard the Second, the mystery of his 
death, and the seizure of the crown by Bolingbroke belong 
to the history of England rather than to the story of London, 
but it was in London that some of the last scenes of the 
tragedy were played out. 

^c^d was in Ireland when he heard that his kinsman 
had landed in Yorkshire and was marching on London. He 
himself landed in Wales, and made some attempt to raise 
troops and man fortresses, but all in vain. He was betrayed 
by one of Bolingbroke's supporters, and when the cousins 
met within the ru^cd walls of Flint Casde Bolingbroke’s 
first words were to ask if Richard had break^ted yet. 
‘No,’ returned the King, in some surprise, ‘Why do you 
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ask?' 'Because,' retorted Bolingbroke, ‘you have a long way 
to ride. You must conic to London with me/ 

So to London tliey came. The gates were filing wide, 
the dtizetis poured into the streets to welcome the man so 
soon to be aowned King as Henry the Fourth. No one 
seems to have spared a pidful gfance to hb captive, once the 
darling of their hearts. 

As soon as Richard was safcly housed in the Tower Henry 
went to Sr. Paul’s to pray beside the tomb of John of Gaunt 
his father, where the ten tapers were flickerii^ and the 
priests were chanting, and the shrines of St. Melhcus and St. 
Enkcnwald glimmered silver and golden in the shadows. 

Nobody can tell what was in the mind of the ^en King 
when he yielded up his crown, but it is said tliat lie did it 
gently and—as it seemed—not unwillingly. Like Charles 
the First of England and Nicholas the Second of Russia, he 
shone in adversity as he had never shone m his vanished 
splendour. While preparations for Henry’s coronation went 
ahead, Richard, condemned to lifelong captivity, was 
secretly removed to an unknown destination in the north, 

Henry the Fourth rode to his crowning on his cousin’s 
favourite horse, a proud and bcaudfiil roan named ‘Barbary*. 
When the Londoners acclaimed him he bent low over 
Barbary'’s glossy neck saying '1 thank yon, conntry'incn!' 

Presently questions began to be asked as to the wlicrc- 
abouts of the deposed King. His lathcr-in-law, the King of 
France, showed an awkward curiosity, and the citizens of 
London also became inquisitive. Some, but not all, of their 
questions were answered when a solemn procession moved 
slowly southward from Ponte&act and through the City to 
St. Paul's. In the midst was a black-^iraped bier drawn by a 
black-draped horse, and on that bier lay a dead man wasted 
and wan, with hoUow cheeks and sdffiy folded hands. On 
his head was a ciiclct of gold. Three heralds bearing the 
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roysil shields of England walked on either sidci steel-capped 
men-at-arms and cowled monks broughr up die rear; and 
so they came to London and passed through the silent 
crowds to the cathedral, During the tw'o days that he lay in 
state hundreds of people came to peer into his Iiaggard ^ce. 
They knew then chat Richard was dead; but how he died 
no one knew then and no one knows for certain now. 
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For one reason if for no other this unhappy King deserves 
to be remembered by Londoners, It was he who in June, 
1397, issued a mandate declaring chat as he wished to provide 
for ‘the wise govcmancc and happy rule of the City* he had 
with the assent and advice of bis Council appointed to the 
office of Mayor ‘bis well-beloved Richard Whittington’. 
This remarkable citizen was re-cketed in 1406 and again in 
1409—the only Mayor of London to be a hero in nursery 
legend and in pantomime. 
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Few Londoners have been more Yimous; yet he was not a 
Londoner born. He came from Paundey, in wliac was dien 
the distant county of Gloucestershire, but when he came or to 
whom he was bound apprentice is not known. He was still 
a comparatively young man when his name began to appear 
as a subscriber of considerable sums to City loans; kter, he 
became a member of one of the most powerfiii and wealthy 
of die Cit)' Companies, that of the Mercers. 

What of his celebrated cat, also a favourite pantomime 
personage? The old story ran that he took it with him on a 
journey to Morocco, where the clever aiiiin.al won rich 
rewards for its master by ridding the Sultan'^s Palace of mice! 
but there were old stories very like this long before his tirru* 
and in more lands than one. W^as the famous cat really a 
Cart , a type of merchant ship in which Whittington may 
have made his first lucky venciire? Nobody knows. Yet it 
is not many years since a stone figure of a hoy holding an 
unmistakable cat was discovered in the foundations of a 
house built in Gloucester by Whittington s nephew. 

Tliis Flower of Merchants^ lent large sums both to Henry 
the Fourth and Henry the Fifth, He furnished rich silken 
stuffs for the trousseaux of the Princesses Blanche and 
Philippa, and money supplied by him helped to pay and equip 
the English archers at Agincourt. Not untU after his death 
did it become known that he remembered and pitied Richard 
^ke Second, that brilliant butterfly, whose name appears 
among the short list of people for whose souls prayers were 
to be said daily by the thirteen aged poor men in his alms¬ 
house on Highgatc Hill. Whitrington plaimed his good 
deeds carefully. He founded chapels, almshouses and 
libraries, helped to repair St. Banliolomcw's Hospital, con¬ 
tributed to the restoration of Guildhall, and set up bosses in the 
London streets so that the inhabitants might be able to 
obtain water as pure as the conditions of the rirn^ allow'cd. 
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Londoners may have felt a Jittle uneasy when Henry die 
Fourth died. Rumour said that hk son, the Prince of Wales, 
was a mere madcap. They soon learned how little cause they 
had for fear. 

In March, 1415, the young King summoned to the Tower 
Thomas Fauconer, the Mayor, together with die Aldermen 
and certain leading citizens, that he might inferm them of 
hb intention ^with a small army to visit the pan? beyond the 
sea’, so that he might rc-conquer ‘die lands pertaining to his 
heritage* — namely the rca^i of France. He also announced 
that he w'^ould send ‘certain lords of his Council' to treat 
with the City ‘as to promotiiig the business aforesaid*, or, 
in other words, to raise a loan. The City scribe did not for¬ 
get to record that these lords agreed that the Mayor should 
sit between the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Bishop 
of Winchestec, a place of great honour. 

Three months later London lent the King 10,000 marb, 
rcceh'ing as security a magnificent jcwcDed collar weighing 
fifty-six ounces and enclosed in a leather ease sealed with the 
arms of die royal treasurer, Richard, Bishop of Norwich. 
Most of the great officers of the realm were churchmen. 
Merchants and craftsmen who could not write kept accounts 
by making notches on what were called ‘tally sticks*. It 
was the accidental ignidng of a large accumulation of these 
sticks, old, brittle and dry, which started the fire that des¬ 
troyed the Houses of Parliament in 1854. 

The ‘New Work’ at the Guildhall was now in progress 
though not yet completed. The necesisary fluids were being 
raised in various ways. Every barber who shaved a customer, 
or cut his hair, or allowed his wife, son, daughter, apprentice 
or servant to do so, on the Sabbath tkiy was fined 6s. $d, of 
w^hich 5s. went towards the New Work and is. to the Master 
of the Barbers* Company. This gives us a quaint picture 
of a fiftcenth-ccnturji'’ barber*s shop, in which the whole 


68 


lONOON THROUGH THE AGES 


family might; be seen at work together when business was 
brisk. 

Before setting sail for Errance in his ship, the Trinity Royal, 
the King took a cordial farewell of his eapical city. Much 
of the City*^5 loan must have gone towards the adornment 
of the English fleet, which made a magnificent spectacle widi 
its gilded figure-heads, its sails painted with a hundred 
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different devices, its many-coloured standards and streamers, 
its square banners hearing designs of golden leopards, white 
ostrich feathers, or the arms of England and St. George. 
Many Londoners sailed in those fiiiry-tale vessels, and many 
fought valiantly in the campaign that followed. 

Presently word came of the capture of Harfleur. This 
Norman seaport was, it seemed, to be occupied permanently 
by Londoners and other good English folk. The King was 
marching on Calais and hoped to reach that place about 
October r6. The Mayor accordingly despatched a messenger 
thither with a sum of j(]ioo for the use of the Army upon ils 
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arrival, an<l supplies for tke sick and wounded were also on 
their way. But tUiie passed, and no news camct and frighten¬ 
ing rumours of defeat and disaster began to circulate. It was 
even said that the King had fillen. 

On October 29 the newly-elected Mayor, Nicholas 
Wolton (unkindly nicknamed ‘Nick the Witless’), having 
been duly sworn in, svas to ride to Westminster to he 
formally received by the Barons of the Exchequer as repro 
senting the absent King; but early that morning, before the 
merchants had unbarred their shutters, a royal herald came 
spurring into London bearing the glorious news of Agin- 
coun. The mood of the City changed in a flash. Belb rang 
out, the Te Demn was chanted in cfvery parish church, huge 
crowds thronged into St, Paul's to hear Henry Beaufort, 
Bishop of Winchester,' read aloud the official announcemen t 
of the victory. In tlieir excitement the Mayor and the 
citizens decided to do what they had never done before— 
that is, to proceed ott foat ‘like pilgrims’ to Westminster, 
there to give thanks before the shrine of the ‘ glorious Con¬ 
fessor*, St. Edward, The City scribe is careful to set down 
that these Londoners had gone on foot instead of on horse¬ 
back because of the great relief and joy which followed those 
days of uncertainty and dismay; but their horses must have 
reached Westminster in time to he mounted and ridden 
hack to London, for it was upon horseback that they renimed 
after the thanksgiving service. 

When the King reached Blackhcath on his way to London 
one November day in 1415, the City surpassed herself in 
the splendour of the welcome she gave Kim. To meet him 
rode the Mayor and Aldermen and between 15,000 and zo,ooo 
craftsmen, clad in red and wliitc. When he had greeted them, 
they formed a procession, and, with great noise of crumpets, 
escorted him to St. Paul’s, by way of Southwark, London 

^ John of ton. 
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Bridge, ComhiU and Chcapsidc. The dergy welcomed 
him with a Larin chant beginning 

Huit! Fhwer ef Eti^lan^, pure solilkr of Chriit! 

As the many-coloured cavalcade crossed the Bridge the 
Ki:ig exclaimed loudly ^Hail to the royal city! Christ keep 
her from sonow and care!' 

A great effort had been made to cleanse the streets, which 
were strewn with sand or straw. Boughs of evergreen and 
rich tapestries adorned the houses. Mock towers stood by 
the way, sumiountcd by frgurcs of giants and giantesses, 
saints and angels, From a roof-top a choir of hoys, white- 
robed, white-winged, golden-wigged, sang, to the accompani¬ 
ment of organs, an anthem heginning ‘Welcome, Sovereign 
Lord!’ The cavalcade took five hours to reach Westminster, 
[n the centre rode the King himself, a slender frguie clad in a 
simple purple cloak, an expression of seriousness, almost 
sternness, on his long, narrow face. His desire that all the 
honour should be paid to God and none to himself was 
respccred, more or less: but the people were disappointed 
when be declined to have home through the streets the 
battered armour and the dinted helmet which he had worn 
in battle. 

Many charade-like pageants slowed down the progress, 
but none can have been more pleasing than diac enacted by 
a group of greybeards in crimson turbans who released a 
flock of sparrows and other small birds. Surely the King's 
grave looks relaxed into a smile when the little crearurcs 
ff uttered round him and even perched on his shoulder! 

Six years later London had another opportunity to show 
what she could do, and royally she rose to it. This was when 
Henry's French bride, the Princess Catherine, made her state 
entry. Giants bowed before her, lions rolled their eyes at 
iier, angels sang to her. Green boughs screwed the streets. 
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and members of the City companies escorted her on horse¬ 
back, while bells rang, trumpets blew, and the admiring 
people cheered. 

At her coronation bairquet in Westminster Hall two days 
later the Mayor, Aldermen and principal citizens of London 
occupied a table ‘next unto the cupboorde’—the sideboard 
upon which great vcsselsi of gold and sdver-giit were set 
&rth. 



Armpur aiiJ 0/ He/iry the Fifth Jrom his 

Toinh at IVestiniiister 

CfVTjVi at hir Juf?^ral 

Soon after this the King was called back to France, where 
death and disaster had overtaken his younger brodier, the 
Duke of Clarence, in the battle of Bauge, London never saw 
again her stern ajid heroic Henry. There was great rejoicing 
when, in the month of December, the news came that a 
prince had been bom at Windsor, the future Henry the 
Sixth: but only nine monclis later joy was turned to mourning 
by the death of Henry the Fifth. 

His funeral procession moved slowly through France to 
Calais and thence hy sea to Dover. Four powerful horses 
drew the black-draped car on which lay a rather startling 
figure, larger than life-size, moulded out of a substance 
known as CHtr-bpifilfi or boUed leather, the face as far 
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might be resembling die welI-kiiot\Ti features of the dead 
King. Royal robes draped it, a royal crown was set upon its 
head and a royal sceptre in the rigid right hand. 

When the cavalcade reached Blackheath the Mayor and 
the Aldermen were there, dressed in deepest black., to escort 
the coffin to St. Paul’s, where it by that niglit. Next day 
they went forth again, as the great car with its impressive 
effigy rolled towards Westminster, under its proud canopy 
of cloth of gold. 

'And’, says a chronicler of that time, ‘in die same year 
almost ad die burel-crees in England withered away.’ 

Tile httic King Henry the Sixth was only four years old 
when his Uncle, Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, decided 
that he should attend a solemn public service in Sr. Paul's. 
He was 'led upon his feet' to the choir and thence carried to 
a chair near the High Altar. Afterwards he was liffed on to 
a richly-caparisoned horse and conducted along Cheapside, 
‘looking gravely upon the people', who for their part 
looked lovingly upon him. 

Surprising events in France caused the htde boy's uncle to 
hurry on his crowning. In 1439 word came that a young 
girl from Lorraine, clad in white armour and bearing a 
painted banner in her hand, had raised the siege of Orleans 
and entered the dt)' in triumph, in spite of all that die English 
could do to keep her out. Tlirec months later Charles the 
Seventh, litdc Henry’s uncle, was crowmed King of France 
in the cadicdral at Rlieims, The English were amazed. 
Surely this Joan of Arc must be a witch, inspired by SaLin. 
Never could God work a miracle on behalf of the French, 
Henry the Sixth must be crowned King of France in Paris 
without delay. But of course the coronation at Westminster 
must come first, Tliereforc on November 6di, 1429, 'a clear 
ajid bright day', the pale, solemn child w'as conducted with 
all the nadirional pomp &oni the Tower to the Abbey, The 
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Mayor of Loncioti, carrying the crystal sceptre, was among 
those who saw witli what inmicnse gravity dve King went 
through the long-drawTi-out and complicated ceremonial; 
he acted as Budet at the banquet in Wcscitiinstcr Hall, and 
received a gold cup and ewer as bis reward* 

The Londoners, little foreseeing the dine when die greater 
part of Christendom would revere her as a Saint, rejoiced 
heartily when they heard of the trial and execution of Joan 
of Arc at Rouen in May, 1431. They sent 10,000 crowns to 
the Duke of Bedford’s troops to encourage them in their 
long and—as it turned out-—hopeless struggle against the 
Frendi. 

During the minority of young Henry the City was dis¬ 
turbed and perplexed by the constant disagreements between 
tile uncles of die King. On the whole the citizens were 
mclhicd to side with Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, who, 
during the absence of John, Duke of Bedford, in ftance, acted 
as Ttotector of England, Humphrey had, after all, fought at 
Agincourt and might have perished there had not liis brother 
the King spurred to his rescue. He hved on Thames^ide, 
at BajTiard's Castle, the one-rime home of Robert Fitz- 
Waiter, leader of the Magna Carta Barons; he was affible, 
good-looking and gay. They did not realize that he was 
also both greedy and unscrupulous. They certainly liked 
him better dian they did Henry Beaufort, Bishop of Win¬ 
chester, a prelate always amdous to have every finger in 
every' pie. 

One autumn evening in the year 1+2 j the Duke summoned 
the Mayor and the Aldermen to his castle and wametl them 
to watch well over the City that night, especially the Bridge, 
The Bishop’s palace was at Southwark, and early next 
morning it became known that an alarming number of his 
men, knights, squires and archers had appeared there, pulled 
up the chains between the posts and established themselves in 
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the gatehouse. In the space of an hour every shop in London 
was shuttered while the citi^ns hurried to bar and man the 
gates at their own end of the Bridge. It -was an ugiy situation, 
but the Archbishop of Canterbury Intervened, and no one 
prevented him from riding to and fro no less than eight times 
between the Duke and the Bishop, so that finally the Mayor 
and Aldermen were able to prevail upon the people to dis¬ 
perse to their homes. When John of Bedford heard of these 
incidents, he came over from France to restore order, and 
received with no outward signs of gratitude a present of 
1,000 marks firom the City of London. 

Neither the Londoners nor Beaufort bore any grudge, 
when he was made a Cardinal the Mayor and Aldermen 
welcomed him ‘royally and worthily*, and when he came 
to die he bequeathed to rcheve the sufferings of the 

poor folk in the prisons of London. 

The City did not, however, approve of his policy of 
appeasement with France, and agreed with Duke Humphrey 
chat the surrender of the English possessions in Anjou and 
Maine was too high a price to pay for the hand in marriage 
of the proud, penniless French Princess, Margaret of Anjou. 
Particularly did the citizens dislike the Cardinal s upstart 
henchman, William de la Pole, Earl of Suffolk, who went to 
France to bring the bride home. None the less, they turned 
out as in duty bound to welcome her, the Mayor and Alder¬ 
men in scarlet, the City Companies m blue, and they escorted 
to the Towrer of London not only the young Queen but the 
seventeen chariots containing the ladies of her household, 
who must have looked like so many gay butterflies in their 
f^hionablc headdresses winged with white lawn. 

Five years earlier the Mayor, Aldermen and Sheriffs had 
been called upon to take part in a very dificrent procession. 
Duke Humphrey's second wife, Eleanor Cobham, was 
accused and found guilty of trying by means of magic, and 
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with the aid of witches and wizards, to shortea die King’s 
life so that her husband tnighr rdgii in his stead. They were 
said to have made a wax image of Heiwy’ and to have prayed, 
w'liile they held it over a slow fire, that as the wax melted 
his strength might melt aw'ay. The witch who bad taken 
part in die performance was burned alive at Smithfleld; two 
other accomplices died, one mysteriously in the Tower and 
one by hanging at Tyburn; and the Duchess w'as cotidenmcd 
to do public penance through the streets of London, bare¬ 
headed, barefoot, clad in a long white sheet and carrying a 
Ughted taper in her hand. This penance she did dircc rimes; 
once she went to St. Pauls, once to Christ Church, Aldgate, 
and once to St. Michacl-on-Cornhill. It was on the ddrd 
occasion that die Mayor, Aldermen and SheritS walked 
solemnly behind her. 

One by one the leading figures in the play vanished from 
the scene. Duke Humphrey died-~or, perhaps, was murdered 
—at Butt,' St. Tdniund’s in February, 1447; Cardinal Beau¬ 
fort departed this life at Winchester only six W'ceks later; 
and in 1450 William de la Pole, Duke of Suffolk, greediest 
of all the shamelessly greedy courtiers, having been im¬ 
peached fay Parliament and banished by the King, was seized 
by his enemies on a ship off Dover and cruelly beheaded with 
a rusty sword. 

Henry, urged on by Margaret, resolved to punish the people 
of the whole county of Kent for the murder of de la Pole 
because the deed was done near the Kentish coast; and he 
thereby kindled a fire which spread as frr as London and 
might well have destroyed the City. 

In June, 1450, Londoners were startled to bear that an 
army of between thirty and forty thousand rebels, led by an 
Irishman named jack Cade, was marching on the City. 
Most of the rebels were Kentish folk, but they were joined 
by others from Sussex and elsewhere, and they had friends 
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witliin the walls of London. At £irst nothing very dreadful 
happened. Gidc sent to the King a document setting forth 
the complaints of the people of l^nt, and when he received 
a cautious reply he followed this up with a more peremptory 
manifesto entitled ‘The Requests of the Captain of the Great 
Assembly in Kent'. He demanded diat the King should 
dismiss all his &lsc counsellors, live within his income, and 
punish die traitors who had caused the death of ' that nota- 
bylle and fames prynce the Duke of Glocetcr'. He also 
intimated his desire that the King's kinsman, Richard, Duke 
of York, with ocher noble princes and peers, should be 
recalled to his Council. The fact that Cade was an Irishman 
and that the Duke of York was at that time an exile in Ireland 
suggests that the rebellion was die first move in a Yorkist 
plot to overthrow the hne of Lan c as ter, as represented by 
Henry the Sixth, and set up instead a new royal dynasty 
tracing its descent &om Edmund, Duke of York, fifth son 
of Edward the Third. 

Certain especially hated courdets were named, among 
them Lord Saye, Great Treasurer of England, hut in the 
meantime the King had collected a sufiicient force of armed 
men to quell (as it was believed) this Kentish rising. An 
impressive force rode through the streets of London and over 
London Bridge. The King himself, in full armour, went with 
dicm for part of the way, and "with him went ten thousand 
nobles, knights and men at arms, under the command of 
Sir Humplirey Stafford, seeming, as an cyc-witness wrote, 
‘redy to go to bataylc into any Lmde in Christyndom*. 

The Londoners breathed freely again. But presently word 
came that this gorgeous host had been defeated by Jack Cade 
at Sevenoaks and that Sir Humphrey Stafford had been slain 
when Heeing from the field; and this bad news was soon 
afterwards followed by the return of the rebel army to 
Blackhcatli in full force and high spirits. 
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Panic appears to liave seized both the City and the Court. 
Lord Seales was left with a tliousand men to defend the 
Tower, but the disheartened royal army was disbanded and 
the King himseLf withdrew hasdy to Kenilworth. 

Cade meanwhile occupied Southwark and deniandcd to 
be admitted to the City of London, He swaggered about 
in the gold-studded armour of poor Sir Humphrey Staffijrd, 
and, abandonhig the homely name ot' Cade \ declared him¬ 
self to be a member of the noble house of Mortimer and 
related to the Duke of York. 

With the King fir away, die royal forces scattered, and 
Lord Scales shut up in the Tower with his thousand men, it 
is hardly surprising that the Mayor and Aldermen in Coundi 
decided to offer no resistance to the self-styled ‘John 
Mortimer’, It w'as even reported that Richard Philip, a 
grocer, and Thomas Gosper, a spurrier, unbarred the Bridge 
gates to let him in. Cade severed the ropes of the drawbridge 
as he rode by, so that no one could raise it and thus cut him off 
from his base at Southwark, to which he returned every 
night during the strange and evil days which followed. 
The ‘Captain’ himself took up his quarters in the best tavern 
there, at the sign of the White Hart. 

According to an andent superstition no one was lord of 
London who had not touched London Stone.' Cade accord¬ 
ingly struck that venerable relic with his sword, and shouted 
‘Now Mortimer is lord ofLondonl’ 

His next step was to compel die Mayor and Aldermen to 
try Lord Saye in Guildhall on a charge of high treason. It 
was a mockery of a trial, for according to law a man could 
be tried only by his equals in rank, but Saye had no friends 
in the City nor did he deserve to have any. They hauled him 
out to Cheapsidc, hacked off his head, and afterwards stuck 
it on a pole over the Bridge. 

^ Thh wim Hlk: u aLill ta be kcd Camtotfi Sf iciiioas- 
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At first Cade w’as able to control his followers fiiirly well, 
but before long thev bcgaai to plunder die houses of the 
richer citizens and to lay violent hands upon anyone who 
resisted them. One ej'e-wimess notes some of tlie propert)'^ 
which they stole from the house and shop of an Alderman 
named Philip Malpas—silver and gold, W'ood and tin, 
woollen stuffr, feather-beds, linen, and such rich aiias-cloths 
as were hung upon walls. 

Whatever sympathy the citizens may have folt with the 
wrongs of the people of Kent, however little they may have 
approved of the doings of some of tlic royal Counsellors, 
they had no sympathy with robbery and violence. The 
Mayor contrived to send a messenger to ' goode olde Lorde 
Scales' in die Tower, with the result that his lordship, aided 
by Matthew Gough, a veteran of the French wars, took 
conuuand of the City Bands and led them against Cade and 
his rufrians. For ten hours a desperate battle raged on London 
Bridge. Cade seems to have lost his head. One of his wild 
deeds w'as to break open the pcisons of the King's Bench and 
the Marshalsea and set oil the prisoncira free; but he sliowed 
some presence of mind when he set fire to the drawbridge 
on the Southwark side and thereby prevented the victorious 
Londoners from purusJng him when he withdrew his army 
in chat dfrecdon. 

An attempt w’as later made to trick him iiito surrender by 
the ofl'er of free pardon under the great seal, but in the end 
he realized that all was lost. His followers were quarrelling 
over their booty; nothing more was to be expected in the way 
of help or sjTnpathy from the all-powerful City of London: 
and when a reward of ^i.ooD was ofrered for his capture, 
alive or dead, he fled on horseback into Sussex. 

The reward was won by the Sheriff of that pleasant 
county, Alexander Idcn, who found Cade skulking in bis 
garden, and, after a short, sharp fight, dispatched him. 
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The cart carrying Cadets body to London halted at the 
White Hart, Southwark, so that the landlady might identify 
the dead man as the same who had lodged there in his 
previous time of niismle*. Within die walls of the King s 
Bench his head was struck off; and presently the Londoners 
saw it stuck up on a pole over the Bridge where they had 
Ibught so doughtily against him and his rufl&anly rabble* 




CHAPTER V 


London and the Two Roses 

T hanks to ^ poet of the fifteenth century it is possible 
to imagine how London would impress a simple 
fellow up for the first dtne from the cotitiffy. He was 
deafened by the cries of the street sellers bawling their wares 
—fresh cherries, boiled ribs of beef, and ‘many a pie’j he 
was surprised when the long-robed lawyers in Westminster 
Hall refused to give him free advice; and he was indignant 
when he recognized exposed for sale on a stall in the City 
his own good grey hood stolen that same morning at West¬ 
minster, ‘ 1 knew it/ he says,' as well as 1 know my creed/ 
Whether he went along the Strand or along the Thames 
he must have passed by the Temple, now no longer the head- 
quarten of the Knights Tentplar, whose order had been 
suppressed by the Pope in the year 1312, Their famous 
circular church was gutted by inoendiarics in World War 
II; but the City Solicitor still pays rent for a forge set up on 
their rilting-ground in the year 1230. This is a ‘token rent’ 
consisting of six horse-shoes and sixty-one nails. The same 
shoes and nails have been banded over every year for more 
than four centuries. 

Another order of militaiy' monks, the Hospitallers, 
occupied the Temple for a time, but in the reign of Edward 
the Second the lawyers took possession of the place which 
their successors liave held ever smee. Woven in fiags or 
wrought in iron the device of the lot^-vanished Templars 
is still to be seen—a flying horse. In its early days, when they 

So 
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had been vowed to poverty, they bore a different device — 
two men riding econoniicdly on one horse; but as they grew 
wealthy and proud the two men changed somehow into two 
wings. 
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When one of these legal 'Templars’ was appointed a 
Scrgeaninat-Law half of his robe would thenceforth be of 
plain stuff, and half of striped silk. The robe of a Judge was 
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scarlet trimmed mth fur, and both he and the barristers 
appearing before him wore dght-fittmg white linen hoods 
c^cd ^coifs'. The little circular patch of white silk on die 
top of a modem Judge s wig is a visible relic of the ‘coif 
and his d]gtii£ed robes have altered little since the dais's of 
the later Plantagenets, 

The Knights Templar, and after them the lawyers, had a 
pleasant garden. There is one on the same spot to this day. 
According to Shakespeare in the First Part of King Henry the 
Sixth it was in this garden that a group of Yorkist and Lan¬ 
castrian leaders each gathered either a white rose or a red 
to proclaim his allegiance: but a white rose was the badge of 
York and a red rose the badge of Lancaster long before die 
Wars of the Roses began. 

Though no battle in those Wars was fought nearer to 
London than Barnet, the City and the citizens took part in 
several of the episodes which led up to the triumph of the 
White Rose in the person of Edward the Fourth. At first 
their sympathies veered towards the Red Rose; but they 
disliked the masterful Queen and her friend and counsellor, 
the Duke of Somerset, nor did they forget that her tnaniage 
treaty had involved a considerable loss of English territorv 
in France. Presently the scales dipped in favour o f Richard of 
York, w'ho could daim double descent &om Edward the 
Third and was the father of several tall sons. 

The chief concern of the City was naturally trade. Peace 
at home, good markets abroad, a settled government and 
no excessive taxes—it did not matter much whether die 
King’s name were Ned, or Harry, or Dick, so long as he 
gave to Londoners what they needed most and liked best. 
For some dme they obtained none of these things firam eithet 
side. Fomme indined now one way and now anotlicr. No 
less than three times the cathedral of St, Paul was the scene 
of a solemn public setvice of reconciliation, when mortal 
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foes knelt side by side to receive die sacrament and then 
came forth hand in hand before the wondering gaze of the 
people- 

In January, I45S> ^ council was summoned to meet in 
London, The Duke of York, the Earl of Salisbury, and his 
son, the Earl of Warwick, appeared before the gates with a 
considerable force of retainers, but there was no reluctance 
to let them enter the City and take up their abode in their 
respective palaces. It is true that the Mayor, at die head of 
5,000 armed cidzens, patrolled the streets to keep the peace, 
but as the Lancastrians were compelled to lodge outsit the 
walls ibis task was not so difficult as it might have been, 

The Red Rose partisans met at the monastery of the 
Carmelites, the White Friars, while the White Rose party 
met at the headquarters of the Dominicans, the Black Fiiars, 
The noble buildings w'hcrc they gathered have vanished 
long since, hut the names ‘Carmelite’, ‘Whitefriars’ and 
‘Blackfiiars’ have survived, and arc seen and heard, every 
day in the postal district E,C,4.. 

The terms dictated by King Henry reflected his sain tly, 
unpractical character. Nobody was to be called a traitor- 
Everybody was to forgive everybody else. And the bells 
of Loudon rang out to celebrate an agreement which seemed 
to promise so well- 

Only a month bter word came to London that the Earl 
of Warwick, cruising in the English Channel, had attacked 
a laigc fleet of ships laden with merchandise foom Lubeck 
and had captured five of them, which he took to Calais as 
prizes- These ships belonged to the group of German cities 
known as the Hanseatic League, whose merchants had been 
encouraged by Henr>' the Third and Edward the First to 
settle and trade in London, where they had bad headquarters 
ever since 1250*^ Little though the Londoners liked these— 

^ Tbqi' wwc rortrtjUycxpeEksd rill l jgrT-S When EliSAbcrii Tint dn^vethem oat. 
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or any other—foreigners, security of comniercc was as 
necessary’ do them as to any other trading conuDunicy; they 
had not ntudi to say in defence of Warwick when, at the 
request of the League, he was summoned to appear before 
the Royal Council and answer for his piratical proceedings. 



The Earl of Warwick receiving the gift of a Book 
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Brawls billowed, and Warwick, believing, or pretending to 
believe, that his life was in danger, fled to his fether, the Earl 
of Salisbury, in Yorkshire, and the stage was set for the next 
act of these bitter wars. 

In the summer of 1460 Wanvick was back again, and soon 
word came to London that Henry had been defeated and 
captured at Northampton. Presently he was paraded through 
the streets, meek and unresisting, arwick riding bare- 
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headed before hirrij carrying the great sword of state. After 
mucli argument it was agreed that he should be King for 
lifCp but that York and his eldest sou sliould stand next in 
the line of succession* the claims of young Edward, Prince 
of WaJeSt being set aside. This was the third and last of the 
processions to St. Paulas, btu on this occasion Queen Margaret 
cook no part in it. She was ^ away in the north at the head 
of an army of rough peasants to whom she held out the pro- 
n^isc of plundering the richest dty in the world—London. 

That City was stunned when news came of the Yorkist 
disaster at AK^akefield* Worse still* Margaret was marching 
souciiward fiercely* bent upon rcvtngic as lier followers 
were eager fbt boot}'. 

Edvvartl, Earl of March had become, upon the death of 
his father at Wakefield, the natural leader of the White Rose. 
News of his doings came slowly to London, for he was &r 
away in the West, call^'ing his &icnds about him, bur w'hcn 
it did come it put new heart into those who had nothing but 
loathing for Margaret and little but compassion for Henry. 
This tall, rcd-Iiaired, cightccn-year-old Platitagenct had won 
the battle of Mortimer’s Cross and was believed to be march¬ 
ing on the capital. Margaret, &esh from her last victory in 
the second battle of St. Albans, was likewise bound for 
London, w'ith her husband whom she had rescued from 
captivit}’. In his name as well as in her o\sti she promised 
that her ‘northerners’ should remain outside the W'alJs, but 
at the same tintc she demanded immediate supplies for that 
hungry host. 

It must have been difriculc for the Mayor and Aldermen 
to know' what to do- In the end they ordered some wagons 
to be loaded up \vith snppliw, but citizens, who bad other 
ideas, overturned tlicsc wagons as they creaked along 
Cripplegate and shared the contents among themselves. 

When, shortly afterwards, 400 Lancastrian horsemen 
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pliuidercd some outlying districts North of the Cic)^, London 
had had enough. The gates flew open at the approach of 
£d\;^d of York, the people poured into the streets to greet 
him, and they joined in a shout of‘Yea, Yea' which made the 
roof of Westminster Hall ring when the handsome young 
Plancagciicc, seated on a goldtm chair of state, asked if they 
would have him for their King. 

Edward's victory at Towton in March was followed by 
his Coronation at Westminster in June, four years later the 
Londoners had another glimpse of Henry the Sixth, when he 
was paraded tlirough the streets on his way to the Tower. 
For another five years he was kept there, and as the citizens 
looked acroK the moat at the grim grey walls they must 
often have wondered how the royal prisoner was faring, he 
whose heroic father their own fathers had acclaimed so 
loudly on liis return fi;om Agincourt, 

For a tune London liked her young King Edward the 
Fourth very well. It was hoped that by wedding the daughter 
of some great foreign prince he might open up new' markets 
abroad, and he did indeed marry his sister Margaret to 
Charles, Duke of Burgundy: but merchants are seldom 
romanocally-minded, and Ins owt: marriage to a beautiful 
widow, Elizabeth Woodvillc pleased them of the City not 
at all, especially when the new Queen's father and brother 
and her sons by her first husbaiid. Sir John Gray, rose rapidly 
in royal favour. It looked hke being the story of the ^au- 
foits over again. 

None the less the people crowded to Smithficld one day 
in 1467 to sec her brother Andiony, Earl Rivers, jousdng 
on horseback and on foot against Antoine of Burgundy, one 
of the most renowned jousters of the time. 

A splendid figure must Rivers have made, clad in glittering 
steel and mounted on a horse trapped with cloth of silver 
bearing a St. George’s cross in crimson velvet; the golden 


THE RED HOSE FLOWEES AGAIN gy 

&inge was six inches deep. The Bui^iindian's horee had 
housings of crixnson velvet, adomed wicli bells of silver and ' 
gold. Each animal had a steel ^iamfron, or head-protector, 
with a spike in the centre, and there was a good deal of 
laughter when the horse of the visitor, by some extraordinary 
chance, stunned itself by running its head against the high 
pommel of the Englishman's saddle. On foot the two 
warriors fought lustily wicli batde-axes and long daggers, 
but the King, perhaps anxious for persona] and political 
reasons chat neither sliould be seriously hurt, soon cost down 
his bIton as a signal that the fight should stop. 

Burgundians who came over to see the sight were much 
impressed by the good looks and unusual height of the King, 
but even more by the fact that in the very presence of the 
sovereign the great, pcarl-handled City sword was carried 
upright and unsheathed before the Mayor. This sword is 
still seen by guests at the Lord Mayor's banquet every year. 

Two years later London was humming with rumours. 
The King had fallen our with his brother, George, Duke of 
Clarence, and with his powerful supporter, the Earl of 
Warwick, both of whom were ambitious and not over- 
trustworthy, and both of whom hated the WoodviHcs and 
the Grays, Then caiue the startling news that they had joined 
hands against the King and defeated him near Banbury, By 
the end of 1470 the gay and gallant Edward had fled to the 
court of his brother-in-law, the Duke of Burgundy, and 
Warwick was offering to exchange die White Rose for die 
Red if Queen Margaret would agree to a match between her 
son, the Prince of Wales, and his daughter Anne, His other 
daughter, Isabel, was married to Clarence, 

Then once more the Londoners saw King Henry when, 
pale fiom his long imprisonment, he was led on horseback 
through the streets, gentle and unresisting, his crown upon 
his meek grey head. 
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Hardly had the City accepted this unexpected event than 
word came from tlie coast of Suffolk which altered every¬ 
thing. Edward, with a small force of Burgundians, bad 
landed there, a reasonable, conciliatory' Edward, quite ready 
to swear allegiance to Henry', if only he might have restored 
to him rhe domains and possessions of his late father, the 
Duke of York. Warwick, he said, was the real enemy of 
peace. It once that sdtrer-up of trouble were got rid of, all 
strife would soon be at an end. 

It seemed too good to he true that Edw'ard ^'as willing to 
give up his claims to the crown. It iitas too good to be true. 
Recruits flocked to his banner as he marched through 
Nottinghamshire and Warw'ickshire towards London. 
Clarence hastily changed sides, and handed out white rose 
badges to his folioW'crs whom he had previously decked with 
red ones. 

And now tor the last time Henry was hoisted on to Kls 
horse and made to ride slowly through London, in the hope 
that the old loyalty of the people might be revived. It was 
too late. As he rode he passed detachments of the City Bands, 
the well-armed and weD-trained militia, marching on their 
way to join Edward, who had boldly proclaim^ himself 
the sole and rightful lord of the realm. London had liad 
enough of a puppet King, a masterful Queen, and a scheniing 
nobleman who sought to make and unmake Kings for Itis 
own advantage. Tlic gates Hew open to let Edward in. 
Though the Wars of the Roses w'cre not yet over, the issue 
w'as no longer in doubt. 

The next battle was fought at Barnet on a misty April 
morning in 1471, and it was a Yorkist victory, Warwick 
nicknamed *Thc Kingmaker’ died upon the held, and his 
body, stripped of its rich armour, lay for a time in Sc. 
Paul’s for all London to look at, a piti^ sight. 

Then Queeti Margaret, writh her son, the Red Rose Prince 
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of Wales, ajid her son’s bride, tlic Kingmaker s daughter, 
Anne, landed at Weymouth in the highest liopc, only to be 
met by die news of the Lancastrian defeat. She was not 
daunted. She rallied her friends round her for a march on 
London. Edward was too quick for her. The two armies 
met near Tewkesbury, at the place where tJie Avon and the 
Severn mingle their waters, and there was fought the last 
battle of the Wars of the Roses. The young Prince of 
Wales perished, rather mysteriously, during or after the 
fray, and on tlic night char King Edward returned in triumph 
CO London King Henry died—also mysteriously—in the 
Tower. The Yorkists declared that the Lancastrian King’s 
death was caused by ‘grief and melancholy’, but later, when 
evil reports began to gather round the name of ILichard, 
Duke of Gloucester, people remembered that he had been 
within the wails of the Tower when Henr)’ died. Some 
years ago Henry's tomb at Windsor was opened, and it was 
then found chat the skull had been broken, probably during 
life, and tliat the hair was stiff with dried blood. Tradition 
points to a recess in the White Tower as the spot where he 
was slain, and there a sheaf of lilies lies cverj' year on his anni¬ 
versary, a token of remembrance from his College at Eton, 
Among the loyal Londoners whom Edward knighted in 
liis hour of triumpii was John Crosby, Aldermaix, wool- 
stapler and Member of Parliament. While the King was 
absent in the West Country during the spring of the year a 
certain Thomas NevUlc, sometimes called ‘Fauconberg', 
decided to make a bold attempt to capture London frir the 
Red Rose, Under Henry tlic Sixth he had been Vice- 
Admiral of the English Channel, but Ending his occupation 
gone he turned pirate and gathered round him, as an old 
historian puts it, ‘many Persons of desperate Fortunes'. 
Marching through Kent at the head of a motley Army, quite 
in the manner of Wat Tyler and Jack Cade, he pitched his 
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axiip at Southwark. He was a better strategist than either 
Wat or Jack, for he landed some of bis men on the north 
bank of the Thames, east of the City wail, with orders to 
attack AldgaCe and Blshopsgate, while he himself, with the 
main body, tried to take London Bridge by storm and so 
break into the City. It W'as a clever plan, but the valour of 
the Londoners brought it to naught. The Queen's brother, 
Earl Rivers, fought side by side with them, and they repulsed 
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the attack on their gates with such energy that Fauconberg 
had no choice but to call oif liis followers and beat a retreat. 
Foremost among the defenders of Bkhopsgatc was John 
Crosby, He had a personal motive for wishing to keep tliis 
violent mob out of that quancr, for he was then building 
for himself in Bishopsgate Street a beautiful house of stone 
and timber, the highest at that dme in London.’ Such were 
the merchants of Plantagenet London^wellcrs m princely 
houses, wicldcrs of doiight>' blades. Crosby’s tomb in the 
Priory Church of St. Helen’s shows him wearing the collar 
of suns and roses which was the reward of the House of York 
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CO its faithful friends, and his suit of plate armour suggests 
a knight whose proper place was on the battlefield or in tJie 
lists instead of at a desk with a quill in kis hand, 

London can litde have guessed when Edward died in 
April, 1483, how near the old line of the Plantagenccs was to 
being snu^d out, or how soon a new dynasty would possess 
the throne. The City was the scene of many of the events, 
some strange, some mysccriotis, some terrible, which marked 
the change. 

It will be remembered that Warwick the 'King-maker' 
had married his daughter Isabel to George, the White Rose 
Duke of Clarence, and then—^as the price of his support-— 
had bctrodied his daughter Aiuie to the Red Rose Prince 
of Wales, thus seeking to make sure that whichever Rose 
remained longest in bloom his descendants should become 
royal. 

Anne returned to England with her might-have-been 
mother-in-law, Margaret of Anjou, and was captured after 
the Yorkist triumph at Tcwkesbuiy, By the death of 
Warwick at the Battle of Barnet, Isabel and Arme became 
co-heiresses to his great possessions, which Clarence, then 
reconciled with his brother. King Edward, wished very much 
to keep entirely for himself and his Duchess. He was much 
annoyed w^hen he found that his younger brother, Richard, 
Duke of Gloucester, was wooing Anne. There ts no reason 
to believe that Anne was ever as reluctant as Shakespeare, 
following Tudor history-books, makes her out to be at the 
beginning of his play of Richard the Third; nor w?as Richard 
the hideous monster of Tudor imagination. Edward liad 
heaped rew'ards upon die one brother who had been loyal 
to liim all through, so greed of gold cannot have been 
Gloucester's motive. 

Clarence, in his anxiety to prevent this march, actually 
dressed ‘the Lady Anne* in the grey gown and white hood 
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of a maidservant and kept her hidden somewhere in London 
thus disguised. Gloucester, however, penetrated the disguise 
and carried her off* to sanctuary' at St. Martin‘s le Grand, 
where she may have nibbed e]l»ws with some very' rough 
and alarming fijgitivcs from justice during die short time 
that she remained there. No doubt the clergy of the ancient 
church kept lier apart from the other sanctuary-seekers, but 
it would be a frightening experience. 

Edward die Fourth, appealed to by both his brothers, 
decided in favour of Gloucester, who accordingly married 
Anne and took her to Middleham Casdc in Yorkshire, 
where their only child, a boy named Edward, was bom, 
and where they were living when Edward the Fourth died. 
Clarence meanwhile had perished mysteriously in the Tower, 
drowned, according to some, in a bun of malmsey, a sweet, 
strong-flavoured red wine of which he was very fond. When 
Edward the Fourth died lus elder son w’as far away at Lud¬ 
low with his uncle, Earl Rivers, and his half-brodicr Lord 
John Gray. Rivets was the earliest patron of William 
Caxton, the first Englishman to set up a printing-press; in 
many ways he was an interesting man, a thinker and a 
dreamer as well as a fighter; but the English people felt that 
if their little King must remain for a few years in the care of 
a guardian, they would prefer his father’s brotlicr, Richard 
Duke of Gloucester, to be the man. 

Events moved rapidly. Rivers and Gray were hastily 
executed on the rather wild cliargc that dtey had plotted 
against the Duke. Edward the Fifth wept when told that 
they were both wicked men; but while he was in the Tower 
waiting for his Coronation he must have found many things 
TO interest him as well as many that were very png rltng . His 
mother, his frve sisters and his brother, Ridwd, Duke of 
York, were all in sanctuary at Westminster Abbey. Why 
should his brother refuse to come forth? Surely not for fear 
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of [he kind uncle who was so busy with preparations for 
the crowning 1 

Presently the King bad a playmate near his own age—his 
brother, whom the Archbishop of Ganterhury had persuaded 
his mother to give up. Bur the City wondered when the 
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Corotuadon date was put off first from May 4tli to Jiiue 22iid* 
and then firom June 22nd to November 4th. Strange events 
made tongues wag. At a meeting of the Royal Council, 
held in the Tower, Gloucester, suddenly, with a pale and 
agitated face, declared that the Queen, Lord Hastings, and 
Jane Shore, the wife of a London merchant, had been plotting 































$4 LONDON THROUGH THE AGES 

against him, by magic and otherwise. Tlie accusation 
crashed like a thunderbolt out of a blue sky, for only a £bw 
minutes earlier the Duke was chatting amiably with the 
Bishop of Ely and asking for a basket of the fimious straw- 
berries from his garden at Ely Place, Holboni. Yet the 
death of Rivers and Gray upon the same charge was fresh 
in every mind, nor was the penance of Eleanor, Duchess of 
Gloucester, forgotten.^ 

Soon afterwards a messenger came to Guildhall begging 
that some of the chief citizens would at once repair to the 
presence of Gloucester, When, marvelling much, they 
obeyed, they found him and his kinsman, Henry Stafford, 
Duke of Buckingham, (another descendant ofjohn of Gaunt) 
wearing hastily-domijed and rusty suits of armour and 
explaining cxdtedly that they had only just escaped from a 
plot to kill them both in the very room where ^ Council 
met. Hastings had already paid the penalty for his share in 
the plot by being beheaded on Tower Green: the Queen 
could not be removed from the Sanctuary at Westminster: 
the Bishop of London would deal with Jane Shore, 

The citizens dispersed m great perplexity: and soon after 
they saw Jane Shore, whose beauty both Edward the fourth 
and Lord Hastings were known to have admired only too 
much, walking barefoot, wrapped in a wliitc sheet, a lighted 
taper in her Imd, even as Duchess Eleanor had walked forty' 
years before. 

As the long summer days passed the tension in the City 
increased. The palace of Westminster re-echoed with the 
loud cries and clashing of weapons of armed men, and more 
men, summoRcd by* Gloucester, were hurrying south from 
York. People must have wondered at the change which 
had come over Duke Richard, formerly the most loyal and 
unobtrusive among the royal kinsmen. He had spent less 

* Stt Ou^Fter IV^ pr 7J. 
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dmc in London than his brothers Edward the Fourth and 
Clarence; at one time he was far away bartling with the 
Scots, at another he was living peacefully with his young 
wife and baby son in Yorkshire. Yet lus looks and bearing 
were not unfamiliar, his pale, intelligent, rather unhappy 
face, his trick of playing nervously with the jcwcUcd ring 
on his little fmger; and London, having heard no ill of him, 
was ready to think, w'cli. 

On June 22nd, the actual date once named for young 
Edward the Fifth's Coronation, a very startling sermon was 
preached in the open-ak pulpit outside St. Paul's. Few, if 
any, of the congregation can have known that on that very 
spot the Witenagemot was wont to meet in Anglo-Saxon 
times. The prcadicr put forward two ideas cither of which 
would, if founded on fact, bar the boy-King from the throne. 
First he suggested that Edw'ard the Fourth being already 
bctrodied ro another lady his marriage with Elizabeth 
Woodville was unsanedfied in the eyes of Holy Church: 
and then he liinted that Richard of Gloucester being the only 
one of the late Duke of York’s sons to be bom in England 
was also the only one about the circumstances of whose birth 
there could be no uncertainty. The congregadon listened in 
silence, even when Gloucester rode past, as if by chance, and 
was hailed from the pulpit as a lifelike image of his father. 

Tw'o days later Buckingham came to Guildhall and re¬ 
peated these arguments to a meeting of citizens, yet when 
they were asked if they would Itave Ricliard for their King 
only a few voices were raised in his favour and chose at the 
very back of the hall. "What we should now call * propaganda’ 
was none the less working hard against the poor young Princes 
who were half Woodvdles by birth, and a frw days later a 
deputation arrived at Baynard’s Castle begging Richard to 
accept the Crown. Parliament soon passed an Act declaring 
that the Princes in the Tower were not the law-fiil heirs of 
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Edward the Fourth; and it seemed as if a new Platttagener 
line w'erie sprouting from a new stem of the White Rose. 

For the last three hundred years and more we have watehed 
the march of these events through the eyes of William 
Shakespeare, w'hosc blood-chilling play of Richard the Third 
was based upon the chmnides of Tudor liistorians. None of 
these Itistorians would have dared to wTite a single word in 
defence of the last of the Plantagencts. though poor folk in 
Yorkshire, where he was well known, spoke kindly of Iilm 
after his dearh and were hanhly pujtished by the first of the 
Tudors. Perhaps when the deputation came to ask him to 
accept the crown he did receive tiiem prayer-book in hand; 
perhaps he really did say, *Aias, why would you heap diese 
cares on me?' or words to tliar cfTccc. Perhaps he contrived, 
if he did not actually commit the murders of Henry the 
Sixth, George, Duke of Clarence, Edward, Prince of Wales, 
Edward die Fifth and the little Duke of York. But no Judge 
or Jurj' would convict liim on the evidence. Every accused 
person should be heard before being condemned and Richard 
has never been allowed to speak. A few' things we know. 
That he was loyal to his brother, King Edward the Fourth, 
through thick and thin; that during his short reign he ruled 
wisely and well; and that he was by no means unpopular 
w ith the Londoners until their minds were mftuenced against 
him. They gave him 3(^1,000 as a coronation gift, and he In 
return gave to the City a gold cup studded W'ith gems. 
London highly approved three of the measures taken by his 
first Parliament; the employment of foreign apprentices was 
forbidden, the privileges of foreign merchants were cur¬ 
tailed; and the system of‘ benevolences’ or forced loans was 
abolished—at any rate for tlie time being. 

It was at this time that the Chief Magistrate of the City 
began to bear the title of Lord Mayor, w'hich his successors 
have home ever since. 
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Before long, Rickard’s luck changed. He lost his wife, 
and then His only son; and certain men whom he trusted, the 
Duke of BuckingHam and Lord Stanley among them, 
proved traitors. It is curious that he should have put his 
trust in Lord Stanley, the stepfather of Henry Tudor, Earl of 
Richmond, a descendant (on the mother’s side) of John of 
Gaunt and a possible claimant to the throne if Richard Itirn- 
self and Clarence’s son and daughters were removed. Being 
of Welsh blood (on his father’s side) diis quiet, prudent 
young man had many sympathizers in W^ales and in the 
West but when the faithless Buckhrgham planned a rising 
on the Welsh nrarches tlie weather fought on Richard s 
side and the whole tiling fizzled out. Buckingham paid with 
his head for his share in the adventure, but Richard con¬ 
tinued to trust Stanley even after Henry Tudor landed at 
Milford Haven and invaded the Midlands. It was to Stanley s 
corrrmand that he confided the 5,000 men upon whom he 
ooutircd to win the day for him when the two armies should 
meet. They met at Bos worth, and at the crirical moment 
the 5,000, led by Lord Stanley, dung themselves into the 
battle on the side of Henry Tudor. 

Richard the Third seems to have enjoyed wearing the 
crowTi which he had struggled so hard to win and was fated 
CO wear for so short a time. Many Londoners remembered 
him appearing in bis full regal array at the Chnstnias foscivi- 
ties in ^Westminster only eight months before he rode forth 
to his last fight with the golden drdet upon his helm. After 
he lay dead, pierced by many wounds, his onc-iinie friend 
Stanley found the crowTi banging in a diombush, retrieved 
it, and set it upon the brow of Henry Tudor. 

Perhaps because his claim was a doubtful one, perhaps 
because his descent was not all-royal or even ali-noble, 
Henry the Seventh did not make his entry into London 
wearing that one unmistakable outward sign of Ringship. 
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His was no Heroic ot picturesque figure, but He soon set to 
work to create a new social order and to bring to His aid a 
new governing class* Numerous beheadings of peers and 
abolitions of peerages broke the traditional power of the old 
nobility. The realm was now to be ruled through the Privy 
Council in London and the unpaid Justices of the Peace in 
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the coimiry. Though he taxed die people heavily, he was a 
good man of afeirs, cautious, cold-blooded, clear-eyed. 
The Londoners accepted but they never loved him. Any 
sentimental comer in the City’s heart was occupied by his 
wife, Elizabeth of York, sister of the two small Princes con¬ 
cerning whose fate so little curic^ity seems to have been 
shown, though it is possible that many prudent people felt 
doubts which, being prudent, they did not utter. 














CHAPTER VI 


^Flower of Cities All^ 

A KING may sonictuncs have lookeil with mixed 
feelings at the great Cit)' Companies, which were 
‘-immensely wealthy and had at their command the 
Armed Bands, paid and equipped by the City; but they also 
performed invaluable services, enforcing regulations as to 
sound craftsmanship and proper weights and measures and 
developing those commercial interests upon w'hich the whole 
country was coming more and more to depend. They were 
the bankers and brokers as well as the merchants and manu¬ 
facturers of the time, and they were willing to advance 
money to royal and noble personages in need of it—as such 
personages were wont to be. 

Until Henry the Eighth^s quarrel with the Pope changed 
the form and colour of the City's religion each Guild or 
Company had its patron Saint. Members were expected to 
go in procession to church on certain appointed days, and 
they turned out in hdi force at die Requiem Mass when one 
of their number died, A special pall, richly embroidered, 
was used on such occasions. Priests were paid to pray for the 
souls of the departed. And when there was a ‘riding' the 
living brethren took part in it, wearing splendid chains and 
gowns of uniform colours. 

These gowns, knovra as Liver)' Gowns, were usually of 
two colours which might be varied from dme to time if the 
Master and the Wardens so pleased. For example, in 1414 
die Grocers wore scarlet and green: in 1418, scarlet and 

99 


lOO XONDON THROUGH THE AGES 

black; in 1450, crimson and purple. The Master of each 
Coiiipaiiy also bad a pendant jewel to wear during bis term 
of office, and with this he was solemnly invested at his 
election. But it is wrong to write of these things in the past 
tense. The Companies, the Liveries, the pendant jewels, 
and many of the ancient ceremonies are still part of the life 
of the great City. 
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When in earlier ttmes a man became a member of a Livery 

Company he had to promise to be loyal co his craft, obedient 
to its rules, and ‘brotherly’ to the other members: but it is 
sad to think how often brawls broke out bctw'ecn them. 
Tlic Taylors w*ctc particularly aggressive. For example, in 
the year IZ 26 dicy had a street fight with the Goldsmiths, 
and much blood was shed. In 1415, the year of Agincouit, 
it was charged against them that they liad often ‘assembled 
in great numbers .,. and wounded, beaten and maltreated 
niany lieges of their lord the King.’ 

The Brewers were especially proud of the fine fit swans 
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served at their feasts—swan being then as popular as turkey 
is iiow^—and in 1425 no fewer than twenty-five of these 
birds graced their table. Round about that dme the (amous 
Richard Whittiiigton was harassing this Company, which 
he accused of overcharging the public for their beer; but 
the Brewers retorted crossly that it was the excessive splen¬ 
dour of their swan-feasts and not the excessive price of their 
beer vrhich annoyed Master Whittington. 



Arm of the Merchant-Taylors 

A tmi kfweat tim fmntki: flfepk'r* l/rf JdmJ /oiftfr 
Ffiim el staimd^lois in f/if METfjijjil' Ttxyhrs' HjU 

when a Company gave a banquet its badge was to be seen 

on all sides, wrought in gold or sdver, enamel or embroidery, 
oak or glass. The Grocers* badge was a camel, the Fish¬ 
mongers*, a dolphin, the Poulterers’, a pelican, the Merchant 
Taylors’, a tent Ranked by two long mantles to show their 
twofold activities as makers of tents and pavilions in addition 
to clothes. 

More than one Plantagcnet King had shown fiivour to the 
Taylors, but it was the ^t Tudor, Henry die Seventh, who 
raised them to the rank of Merchant Taylors *m consideta- 
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tion of tlicir Iiavu^ immeiDorially exercised mcrdiandise 
in aD parts of the globe’. 

No man could be a freeman of London or fill any great 
office there who had not been apprenticed for seven years to 
some craft. In return for lodging and instruction in liis 
master’s house each lad had to^promise to serve him fidth- 
fuUy ajtd well, to keep his trade secrets, protect his interests, 
and abstain from brawling, tippling, and low company. 



The Fiftecmh-centtiry Crypt of GuildhaU 


7^ siene if aimiig scenes in ifte histi^ry af i}te City 

Among the most important results of Hear)' the Seventh’s 
state-craft was the marriage of his elder son, Arthur, Prince 
of Wales, a deheatc, good-looking youth, to the pious 
Spanish Princess Katherine of Aragon, daughter of the 
powerful soverrigns, Ferdinand and Isabella, whose ^- 
stretched dominions included a large part of the New World 
discovered by Christopher Columbus. Tlie London mer- 
diants fully appreciated what a clever move tbeir pale, 
unwarlike King had made; and many of them attended the 
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Stately wedding in St. Paul s in 1501. Spain was the keystone 
of Ills carefully planned foreign policy, but he had two 
daughters, one of whom he married to King James the Fourth 
of Scotland. 

Among the Scots who came to negotiate this match was 
the poet, Wiiliatn Dunbar. So impressed was he with what 
he saw' in London that he wTote an admiring poem in which 
each of the seven stanzas ends with the line. 

LoitdM, thou art thejloufcr of cities all! 

He describes the ‘bciy'l streams’ of the Thames, 

inhere many a swan doth i wim with winges fair. 

Where many a barge doth sail and row with oar. 

Where tmmy a ship doth rest with top-royall^ 

He tells her— 

Vpott thy lusty Bridge of pillars white 
Be merchantes fitil royall to behold. 

Upon thy streetes goeth many a seemly knight 
Itf velvet gownis and in ckauu of gold. 

Strong be thy walks that about thee stanJes; 

Wise he the people that within thee dwells; 

Fresh is thy riper with its lusty strandis. 

Blithe be thy churches, well-sounding be tit y bells. 

Thy famous Mayor, ofprintely governance. 

With sword of justice titee ruleth prudently. 

No Lord of Paris, Vem'tx or Florence 
In dignity or honour goes him nigh. 

He is example, load-rtotK atid guide, 

Principal patron and rose original. 

Above all Mayors as master most worthy. 

London, thou art the flower of dties alii 

^ Tbc uil jbovc ttuC knorwn llicia u fht ' top-galbiat". 
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The Scottiih potre cvidaitly did not find the King as im¬ 
pressive as the Lord Mayor; but Henry' could spend money 
lavishly when it suited his plans, and he was well aware of 
the importance of conciliating the City. At Christmas-tknc 
ill the year 1494. he entertained the Lord Mayor, Aldermen 
and principal citizens of London to a great feast in West- 
niimtcF Hail, followed by ^disguisings and odicr disports’. 
Sixt)' difierent dishes were served to the King and Queen 
and forty to the City guests, who returned to London in 
their state barges and did not arrive there undl ‘ die break 
of the next day'. 

Four years later his second son, the future Henry the 
Etghdi, paid a formal visit to the City. He was then only 
seven years old, hut he made quite a neat little speech of 
thanks when he was presented w'idi a pair of silver-gilt 
goblets. Little did the Lord Mayor and Aldermen dream 
that w'hen this sturdy, red-haired child grew to man’s 
estate he would, by his wilfulness and determination, change 
the whole £ice of social and religious life in the realm. 
Inddcncally he changed the face of London, the lives of her 
citizens, the aims and customs of the great Companies, and 
the whole course of history'. But in 149S he was a younger 
son, unlikely ever to wear die crown. 

All these royal attentions pleased the Londoners; and diey 
were even better pleased \\'hcn the new King came to die 
throne and, as Henry the Eighth, proceeded to hang die 
two hated ta^-collcctors, Empson and Dudley', who had 
been his Other's instruments in squeezing money out of the 
City^ Anodicr tiling wJiich gave satisfaction to them was 
his marriage to his brother’s widow, Katherine of Ar^on, 
whom everyone liked and respected, and through wJiom 
England might expect to enjoy all the advantages of Spanish 
support against France, to say nothing of trade with the 
New World. 


KING WAL WANTS 300 MEN-AT-AKMS IO 5 

One.’ of the finest sights of the year in London was the 
atitiiial procession of the Aimed Bands belonging to the Cit)' 
—archers, pikemen, lancers, carabineers, led by the Lord 
Mayor on horseback and attended by dimmners, rrumpeters 
and morris-dancers. In 1510 die King disguised himself as 
one of his own Yeomen of the Guard and went to see the 
cavalcade wending its way through streets hung with green 
garlands. He was so pleased that he made a point of going 
again, but next time not in disguise, as he took the Queen 
and alm ost die whole court with liim. A cheerful, popular 
King, often called ‘Hal' or ‘Harry* by his loving subjects; 
had not London good cause to like him well! 

When two years later he fell in with the deep-laid plans 
of his fathcr-iiir-law. King Ferdinand, and declared w'ar on 
France, he demanded that London should provide three 
hundred tnen-at-anns. Towards their equipment the City 
Companies subscribed 3£405. There was as yet no such 
tiling as a regular mihtary uniftirm, but all these soldiers 
wore white tunics embroidered with the City arms—die 
silver shield with St, George’s Cross and St. Paul's sword. 
And just as London merchants had helped to equip the ships 
of Edward die Third and the archers of Henry the Fifth, 
they now supplied not only the weapons and the wearing- 
apparel of the men who fought at the Battle of Spurs but 
also the rich stufts which made the Field of die Cloth of Gold 
famous in’ legend as well as in history. 

Popular though the big, burly King might be, die im¬ 
pression that he protected and favoured the numerous 
foreign merchants and ardftcers in London could not fail to 
dim his popularity a little. These foreigners not only took 
away trade and employment which righdy belonged to the 
Londoners; they were arrogant and ill-mannered, and the 
anger of the people simmered uiid) it boiled over. For 
example, dierc was a carpenter named AViUiamson W'ho 
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bought two pigcoiu in Chcapside and just as he was about to 
pay them a Frenchman came up and said tliat they were 
not suitable food for a carpenter. ‘Well,’ said Williamson, 
*1 have bought them, and now paid for them, and therefore 
I will have them.’ ‘Nay,’ said die Frendimsm, 'I will have 
them for my lord the Ambassador’; and so, says the old 
chronicler, ‘for better or worse the Frenchman called die 
EiigUshmaji a knave’, and carried the pigeons away. 

Matters came to a head at Easter, 1516, when Dr. Beale, 
preaching before the Lord Mayor and Aldermen, said plainly 
that Englishmen ought to keep their country for themselves, 
‘as birds defend their nests’. One hopes that the preacher 
did not foresee the foil effects of his sermon, for its result 
was the scene of riot and destruction known as Evil May Day. 
The 'prentices raised their dreaded war-cry of ‘Clubs, 
Clubs!’ and they, together writh others who should have 
known better, joined the exdted mob in pulling dowru and 
looting the houses of foreign inhabitants. 

The middle and later years of Henry the Eighth’s reign 
were difficult and even dangerous years for London. The 
dtizens had no sympathy whth his efforts to divorce Queen 
Katherine and marry Aiuie Bolcyn. With angry eyes they 
watched the two ctimson'cdad Cardinals, Wolscy, haughty 
and sullen-looking, and Campeggio, the Pope’s gout-crippled 
representative, arriving at BUckfriars Monastery to take part 
in the ‘trial’ of the Queen. Nor had they any pity for 
Wolscy when his foilurc to negotiate the divorce brought 
hull crashing to the earth under die thunderbolt of the King’s 
wrath. The £ict that Anne Bolcyn was the granddaugluer 
of a former Lord Mayor may perhaps have appealed to such 
of them as approved of the l^g’s anti-papal policy. The 
Lord Mayor of the day and the Aldermen duly attended a 
water-pageant in honour of her marriage, when fifty barges 
hung with cloth of gold and cheered by ‘trumpets and other 
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luclodious instninicnts’ took part in the show; but there 
was one Londoner who refused firmly to join in any of these 
festivities—^Thomas More, one-rime member of Parliament 
for the City, later Speaker of the House of Commons, and 
finally Lord Chancellor, Martyr and Saint. 

Himself London-bom, he had served die citizens well, 
even in such matters as water-supply and sanitation, then 
little regarded and even less understood. They loved him, 
his wit, his wisdom, his courage. They did not love him 
less because he cracked jokes on every occasion, or because 
his raiment w'as not as spruce and splendid as that of his 
fellow officials. Many sorrowful glances must have been 
turned towards the Tower when it was knowm that More 
was impiisoned there on the perilous charge of refusing to 
acknowledge the King as the Supreme Head of the Church. 
A year later the Lord Chancellor's head was hoisted on a 
pole over London Bridge, and London knew^ than hencefordi 
nothing would stand between Henry and his vehement 
desires, 

Margaret Roper, More’s beloved daughter, contrived 
somehow to gain possession of the bead, which now rests 
near her own dust in the vault of Sc. Duns tan’s diurcb, 
Canterbury. The story runs that as she was being rowed 
through the southern arch of London Bridge she looked at 
the gruesome object and exclaimed, 'Would God it would 
fall in my lap as I pass under I’ And, as if by a miracle, it fell. 

Though it was maitily through the King’s quarrel with 
the Pope that the Reformation took hold upon England, 
there w'crc many Londoners who w'cre quite ready to accept 
the new* order. Their ancestors had been Lollards, tlicir 
descendants would be Puritans. When the King destroyed 
the shrines of St. Mellitus and St. Erkenw-dd in St. Paul's 
Cathedral no bold man uttered a word of protest. Many 
glorious churches were laid in ruins, arid tlieir sculptured 
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saints and noble monuments sold for sijqjenoe the cartload* 
The City Companies acquired tlic great balk of some of the 
suppressed religious foundations for their owui use, and con¬ 
tinued to use them until the great Fire of i66d swept almost 
all of them away. Pursuing his feud against Thomas Bcckct, 
whose golden shrine at Canterbury had been stripped bare 
at bis behest, the King ordered that the dedication of tlic 



Henry the distributing Bibles in English 


These were pritUed partlp in l^nddn attd purtly (n Paris. C&pks tuen 
pLred in every parish ckuTfhfir all the uvrM so uad 

Tlte fienSispHor afihe *Grtdit Bihk^ of i 

chapet on London Bridge should be changed, and the 
paintings and embroideries representuig the martyr should 
either be destroyed or altered beyond recognition. Not long 
afterwards the beautiful little building was converted into 
a dwelling-house and tenanted by a grocer who kept cheeses 
and other eatables in die vaulted undercroft. 

As foUow'crs of the old and the new religion were hanged 
and burnt with perfect impartiality, life became more and 
more diMicuh and dangerous. Nobody knew what whim 
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would seize rhe ro^'al inindl or which way it would jump 
next; but it was very necessary that people who svished to 
keep their heads upon their shoulders should be ready to 
jump in die same direction. 

Outwardly the City prospered. The merchants and their 
wives' wore clothes of the Court &shioQ, gorgeous and 



The ‘Hertry Grace d Dieu* 


Thii drip wat King Htnt/t intimaiien a Jmgii nm>itt that ke 

m pfuBfrf iSi JLxis of En^httd 

From a pkiure M Crmta^kk 

heavy, with broad* square outlines, quite unlike the narrow 
slenderness of the earlier Style, The 'prendees in their flat 
woollen caps filled the air with their shrill cries of * What 
d'ye lack?* thereby inviting the passers-by to pause. Yet 
life w'as difierent in many ways for many people, both old 
and young. 

All the schools m London had been attached to some 
religious foundation, and although some of them were re- 
founded on the new pattern it was long before the cause of 
education recovered from the blow dealt by a King who 
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professed to be himself a lover of learning. Antong those 
which did survive was St. Paul’s,’ founded iu 1509 by Dean 
Colet- The boys of the Cathedral School, a more ancient 
school than his, were nicknamed ‘Paul’s Pigeons’; and they 
frequently brawled with ‘Antony's Pigs’, the pupils of a 
rival establishment in Threadneedlc Street, satdiels being 
used as weapons of war. Little seems to have been done for 
die daughters of the citizens when the nunneries were 
abolished. In the Priory of St. Helen's, Bishopsgate (and in 
many other nunneries) dicsc small girls had been taught good 
manners, fine embroidery, a fragment or two of French ajxd 
Larin, and how to suig in Church. Theirs was no bleak 
existence; their relations and friends were allowed to visit 
them, and discipline cannot have been very severe in the 
middle of the fifteenth century when they had a Prioress 
W'ho kept pet dogs and wore a gold hem upon her veil, 

It was not until the succession ofHcnr)' the Eighth’s htde 
red-haired son, Edward the Sixth, that London felt the full 
rigour of Refrnn. His mother had been a Se^Tiiour; lus 
uncles, her brothers, had enriched themselves w'ith the 
plunder of ruined Abbeys, and there was nothing they 
dreaded more than the restoration of the ancient faith. A 
new English Book of Common Prayer was drawn up. to 
replace the Latin Missal. There were to be no more candles, 
inures, painted windows, or censers in the bleak churches. 
Yet even among Protestatit-mindcd Londoners there was 
reluctance and bewilderment. The Seymours were as un¬ 
popular as the Beau forts and the Woodvilles had been, and 
it seemed that they would rule the City and the country 
until the young King came to man’s estate- 
That was fated never to be; and when Edward died at tixe 
early age of sixteen London became the centre of die dis¬ 
turbing events which followed. King Henty the Eighth’s 

* Mcivtd Hlmmmmiih in 18 .^ 4 , 


CHANGING FORMS AND COLOURS III 

Will had placed his elder daughter, Man% next m the line of 
succession; after her, his younger daughter, Elizabeth; and 
after lier the descendants of Ins sister Mary, Duchess of 
Suftblk, 



Corotiadoii procession of Edward the Sixth pasMng alottg 
Cheapside. The Eleanor Cross can he seen in the centre 

his LiMidDn fib '(hefill rigour of R£fim' 

Ef^tavingfiom Morsumtnto’ 


The Protestant nobles on the Council determined to set 
bodi Mary and Elizabeth aside and place on the throne the 
undeniably Protestant Jane Grey, sixteen-year-old grand¬ 
daughter of the Duchess of SufToUc. The two Princesses 
were warned that the Council intended to clap them into 
the Tower; Mary fled to Fiamlingham Castle in Suffolk, 
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where she unfurled the royal standard; and Elizabeth, who 
was at Hatfield, prudendy retired to bed. 

Mar}'' was halfi-SpanisL She belonged to the old reiigion. 
Bur she was known to possess the virtues London loved; 
honcstVt courage, generosity. After Lady Jane's troubled 
reign of nine days the rightful heiress was willingly accepted 
as Queen. 

'When Mary, a small, upright, led-haired wo man with a 
rather stem, sorrowful face, approached Aldgatc, dressed in 
violet velvet ajid riding a white horse, the Lord Mayor and 
the City companies came in great state to meet her. When, 
urged on by her kinsman, the Emperor Charles the Fifth, 
she put Lady Jane on trial for her Hfc, the Londoners may 
have been sorry for the poor girl, but no rising on her behalf 
occurred in the City itself, and by le.ading a revolt of Kentish- 
mcn to set her free Sir Tlioinas W)'att merely sealed her 
doom. 

Wyatt's rebellion had two aims. To prevent sentence of 
death from being executed on Jane Grey, and to put an end 
to the negotiations for a marriage between Mary Tudor and 
the Emperor's son, Philip the Second of Spain. Times had 
changed indeed since die citizens had thought a Spanish 
match the best possible thing. 

Wyatt reached Southwark. The Council panicked. 
Should the Queen Hee the country or take refuge in die 
Tower? Mary w^ould do neitlier. She rode through London 
to Guildhall and there, in her grulf Tudor voice, addressed 
the assembled Londoners. She told them that she was their 
Queen ‘by right, inlieritance and law’ and that she loved 
her subjects ‘eamesdy*. She 'would never, she said, consent 
to the Spanish betrothal ‘to the danger or loss of any of 
them’. Let them pluck up their hearts and stand fast by their 
lawful Prince. They^ obeyed. The Armed Bands defended 
London Bridge so manfully that Wyatt's men could not 
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force their way in. Wyatt himself heslmtetl, and was lost. 
Lady Jane was lost too. If all the Emperor's councils had 
been heeded, Elizabeth would have followed thent both to 
the headsman's block on Tower Green. 

The fact that London had supported Mary against Wyatt 
did not mean that the City liad been won over to the Spanish 
match. Already the people w'cre turning towards the young 



of Mary the First 


* arid 

Lih Philip aftJ Maty on a skiUittg^ 

Elizabeth, who continued to play her careful, waiting game 
with the knowledge that only her sister’s mercy stood 
bem cen her and a adminal s death—and only her sister's 
life bemeen her and the throne, if no child were bora to 
Philip and Mary. 

King Philip, when he came, made great efforts to conquer 
Ills natural stiHhess and coldness in order to win over the 
English people. But diey objeaed strongly to seeing him 
called 'King of England’ on the new coinage, and they 
asked themselves, as rime passed, why English blood and 
English gold should be poured forcli to support Spain against 
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France. And the mood of London hardened U'hcn four 
hundred Londoners of the poorer class were hanged for their 
alleged share in Wyatt’^s foolish adventure. 

There were worse things in store, 

Mary Tudor believed that she was God’s chosen instni- 
mcnttobringEngland back to the Roman fold. She believed 
dtat if she did His will He would send her a son who should 
be the greatest Christian Prince in historj'. So within a year 
of her marriage began the Marian persecution in which, 
against the advice of the Pope himself, tw'o hundred and 
cighry'-cight vicrims, rich and poor, women as well as men^ 
were burned alive for refusing to accept the supreme author¬ 
ity of the Church of Rome. 

The Lord Mayor and Aldermen were not among them; 
but when, in robes and chains, they went forth to r;>ke part 
in the ceremonies of the Old Faith they were hooted as foey 
passed through the sttects. The Sherilis were compelled 
to be present at many of the burnings at Smithficld, but the 
crowd, nothing daunted, openly voiced their sympathy 
with the martyrs and their admiration for their constancy. 
This was a belief for which men were willing to die. Perhaps 
it w'as w^orth dying for? 

More than once the Londoners heard without any joy 
the rumour that a royal child, lidf-Spanish, half-English, 
was to be horn at Hampton Court, The parish priest of 
St. Botolph s, Aldgatc, preadied a sermon in honour of an 
event which had not happened—and would never happen. 
And presently it became known that the Queen lay dying 
in St. James s Palace, the hundng-lodgc built by her fothcr 
when the surrounding marshes teemed with wildfowl. 
There, as the dim winter dawn broke over Thanxes one 
November day m the year 1558, she died, the most unhappy 
of all the Queens of England. 

Why, having been so much tUsappointed in one woman 
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Sovcrcig;!!, were the Londoners so willing to welcome die 
young Elizabeth? The answer is simple enough. Mary 
rcprcsentccl Rome and Spain as weD as England' Elizabeth 
represented England only. Her sympathy with the Re¬ 
formers w^as weD known; she was credited with a healthy 
hatred of Spain; and her subjects were to find that this red- 
haired, keen-eyed sovereign had inherited the virtues of 
both die greatest Tudors, She was eaudous, astute and 
economical like her grandfather; she was gorgeous—and, 
on occasion, blu£^—^like her father. Londoners loved her 
from the first day of her reign to the last, and never grew 
weary of showing her that they did. Shipping on die Thames 
fired ear-shattering salntes for her; flags flew fi'om steeples, 
fountains gushed widi wine, merchants went in many- 
coloured processions, to do her honour. Nor should it be 
forgotten diat one of the greatest of the great poets who sang 
her praises in imniortal verse was a Londoncr-bom. Edmund 
Spenser, author of the Faerie Quern in which Elizabeth figures 
as the golden-haired, all-conquering Gloriana, was the son 
of a cloth-maker of East Smithfield. But all these things 
were sdll to come when the new Queen was choosing her 
coronadoii robe and consulting her ^trologer, Dr. Jolin 
Dee, as to her luckiest day. 

The City put forth mighty clforts to greet the new 
sovereign worthily, and as she passed slowly through the 
gaily decorated streets on the eve of her coronation she 
scattered cordial words and gracious smiles on all sides. 
Children recited pompous poems; musicians made what one 
chronicler called ‘ a great noysc’; and in Giacechurch Street 
diere w'as a group of painted, gilded and draped figures 
showing Henrj' the Seventh enclosed in a large red rose, 
Elizabeth of York his wife enclosed in an equally large white 
one, and Henry the Eighth, rising from dieir joined hands 
upon the stem of a rose both white and red. Henry the 
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Eighth, wearing his * crop'll imperial*, was holding the hand 
of Antic Boieyn, also crowned; and this curious ftmily tree, 
much bedecked with roses both red and white, continuing 
upw'ard, bore the likeness of their only child, £li2abeth. 
That there might be no mistake, the name of each parent 
was clearly written over the appropriate image. What can 
the new Queen liavc felt, as she looked up and saw the name 
and image of her mother, the same mother whose dis- 
hononred dust was mingled with the dust of other victims of 
King Hal's cruelty in the vault beneath the small gfcy chapel 
on Tow-er Green? Whatever she £clt, she made no sign. 

Her canopied litter drawn by two plumy-tailed horses 
(one in firont and one behind) was constantly brought to a 
halt by pageants and presentadons, and she was never at a 
loss for an apt word. In Chcapside she saw a figure of Father 
Time W'ith his scydic. ' Time? ’ she said, quickly,' And Time 
hath brought me hither/ When the Citj^ Recorder gave to 
her, on behalf of the City, a crimson sadn purse containing 
a thousand gold marks, she cook it in both her long slender 
hands and hade them all be sure that she would be as good 
to them *as ever Queen was to her people*. Seeing an old 
man in the crowed weeping she exclaimed ‘ 'Tis for joy, I 
w'arrant you,’ When her litter reached Westminster she 
was perceived to be still holdii^ a sprig of myrtle which an 
aged dame had thrown to her near the beginning of her 
progress. The gift of a richly-bound Bible in the English 
language she received with the assurance that she 'would 
oftentimes read over chat Book*. 

As time passed the Lord Mayor and Aldermen developed 
an appetite for sermons as long and as heavy as their longest 
and bea\'icst banquets. The Queem liked sermons too, hut 
to please her they had to be learned, uncontroversial—and 
not too long. She also liked stage-plays, which the City 
Fathers browned upon. No one ftowned upon the savage 
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and popular 'sport' of tying a bull or a bear to a stake and 
unlcasliing fierce dogs to attack it. Elizabeth found it most 
entertaining. 

If the ghost of a citizen of Londinium Augusta liad rc~ 
visited die south bank of the Thames he would have found 
hull-lings and bear-gardens in full swing where wild beast 
fights liad been held more than a thousand years before. He 
would have found none of the careful to\t'n-p]anmng of his 
own dme, no well-paved streets, no drainagie system, no 
central heating; but he would have seen gay and gorgeous 
colour cveryw'here. Though coal was now being brought 
by sea firom. Ncwcasde, whence the Elizabethan term 'sea- 
coal', it had not yet begrimed the face of London—a fiice 
decorated with carving and gilding, plaster work, paint and 
elaborate designs in dmbet, and much more picturesque 
though less dignified than the austere colonnades of the 
Roman City. 

Round St. Paul’s had gatltercd the shops and stalls of the 
booksellers whose trade, in spite of watchful government 
censorship, flourished then as never before. In the nave 
ebbed and flowed a murmuring, many-coloured ride of 
people certainly not drawn thitber by any religious thoughts. 
Some went to liirc servants or sell horses, some to plot mis¬ 
chief or cadge a &cc meal; some went to gossip with dicir 
firiends, show off a new starched ruff or a new embroidered 
doublet. Shakespeare makes Sir Joint Falstaff say of Bardolph 
his red-ciosed hanger-on, 'I got him in Paul's'; and Shake¬ 
speare's contemporary, Thomas l>ckker, describes how a 
young dandy who wished the fiime of his fashionable atdre 
to be spread througb the City by the cathedral choristers 
would go up into tlic chancel holding his embroidered purse 
ready to 'quoit' silver into their hands, while they swarnted 
about him 'like so many white butterflies’. 


CHAPTER Vn 


Elizabeth the First and her 
Londoners 

T he London of Elizabeth the First was still a medieval 
City. Its narrow, irregtilar streets and small, low- 
pitched dwellings were Ul-fitted to contain a popula¬ 
tion growing every year in numbers and in prosperity. In 
ijSo Her Majesty was induced by the considered opinion 
of‘the Lord Mayor, Aldermen and other grave, wise men' 
to issue a Proclamation suggesting a remedy. Perceiving 
that multitudes of people were ‘ heaped up together and in a 
sort smothered*, she forbade the building of any new hotise 
or tenement within three miles of the gates, and also decreed 
that only one family should inhabit each house, “What was 
to happen to the sub-tenants thus sternly ejected is not made 
clear. 

Along the Strand, along Cheapside, and all about St. 
Paul's the shop signs swung and creaked, Jonah arid the 
whale, a child in die claws of an eagle, a hly in. bloom, a 
mermaid, a swan, a rising sun, were only a few of these 
gaily painted and gilded devices. Merchandise from all over 
the known world could be bought beneath their shadow; and 
not only merchandise. At the Sign of the Silver Pelican a 
French Protestant refugee kept a day-school where for five 
shillings a week boys were instructed in the Latin and French 
languages, an extra three shillings a month bemg charged if 
the pupil took his midday meal at school. 

Sir Thomas Gresham, one of the first City worthies to be 
received by the Queen, had served her sister Queen Mary 
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A GRASSHOPPER ON CORNHILl lip 

overseas, and had spent some time in the great trading centre 
of Anmerp, in die Spanish Netherlands, There he been 
much impressed by the institution known as the Bourse, 
where merchants might meet to do business and merchandise 
could be stored and shown. There was also a Bourse in 
Venice, but as yet there was nothing similar in London, 
Gresham decided that it was high time to set diis right. In 
June, 1566, he liad the happiness of laying the first brick of 
the great Exchange in Comhill which, with the active sup¬ 
port of the City Companies, he had planned and brought 
into being. 

The Gresham &mUy crest, a grasshopper, appeared in 
bronze or stone at many points—on the top of the bell- 
tower, above the upper windows, and surmounting a lofty 
pillar which overlooked the quadrangle. Round this quad¬ 
rangle ran cO'Vcred walks where merchants met in wet 
weather, and where more than a hundred small shops set 
forth their wares to tempt the passer-by. Apothecaries, selling 
mysterious drugs ftom distant lands, goldsmiths, book¬ 
sellers, armourers, all traded busily there; but such small 
things as mouse-traps, birdcages, lanterns and shoe-boms 
could also be found by those who needed them. 

January ajrd, 1570, was a great day for the City, when the 
Queen herself dined w'ith Sir Thomas Gresham at his hand¬ 
some house in Bishopsgace and afterwards visited the Bourse, 
which she ‘viewed on every side'. To the sound of a trumpet 
blown by a herald in his richly-coloured tabard, it was pro¬ 
claimed for all to hear that the place was henceforth to be 
known as the 'Royal Exchange', The original b uilding 
perished in the Great Fire of 1666; its successor was burned 
to the ground in 1838; but a third, opened in 1844, still bears 
the name bestowed by Elizabeth the First more than three 
hundred years ago. 

Unluckily Sir Thomas Gresham's idea of a grave and 
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digiii£ed incetiDg-pIacc for grave and dignified men did 
not cum out exactly as he planned. On Stmdbys and holidays 
rough boys and noisy children used to run about among the 
pillared walks, shouting so loudly that the congregation of 
the nearest church could not hear the sermon, A tavern- 
keeper was fined for ‘ broiling herrings, sprats and bacon to 
the vexation of the worshipful merchants resorting to the 
Exchange'. They were also much disturbed by the loud 
cries of women selling apples and oranges at the Comhill 
entrance. None the less 'worshipful merchants' continued 
to transact business there, and thdr wives soon iound it an 
excellent place to spend an idle hour or two, gossip with their 
Gdends, and make purchases large or small. 

The maid of such a wife might -well spend two or three 
hours of every day preparing her mistress to walk abroad. 
The cheeks were painted, the head was trimmed and tricked 
w’ith ‘bolsters' of false hair upon w'hich were fixed garlands 
of gold and silver tinsel; the mfF, a huge, three-tiered 
erection, had to be as sriflf as if it "were carved out of frctnxl 
ivory. In her hajid the dame might carry a fan, a shopping- 
satchel or a pomander,^ accoidir^ to the hour of the day 
and her plans for that hour. If she went forth after dusk it 
was the duty of one of her husband's apprentices to escort 
her, carrying a lantern. 

In a Puritan household, things were ordered otherwise. 
Tile dress of the housewife was severely simple, her habits 
were dirifiy and industrious; and she kept a stem eye on the 
young prentices, who, as well she knew, preferred a stage- 
play or a bear-baiting to a six-hour-long sermon at Paul's 
Cross. 

In one of the comedies of the period. The Shcemakers* 
HoUJay by Thomas Dekker, we get a vivid picture of the 
daily round in a London shop. The principal character, 

‘ An ipplMluped iCTQtiiiiif, lonmimn *r dver ot even stM, filled wilh nraei ipke*. 


A MERRY LORD MAYOR I2I 

Simon Eyre, was a real Lord Mayor, who lived in the SP- 
teendi century and was long remembeted because he 
gave a pancake feast to all the 'prentices in the City oii the 
day of his election: but the shoemakers in Dekkcr s story are 
puce Elizabethans, Wc hear Eyre, a noisy, merry' fellow', 
calling to his lads to wake up and opeji the shop-windows 
and sweep die street outside. Groaning wdth reluctance 
Fisk and Hodge rise &om their pallets under the countet. 
'O Master, good morrow,’ said Hodge, ‘You are an early 
stirrer. I could have slept this hour. Here’s a fine day 
coming.’ ‘Master,’ says Fisk, ‘let wj pray for good leather, 
and let ploughboys and those that w'ork in the fields pray 
for fine days. What care / if it rains?’ Later we sec them 
helping to dress him in his new gown of embossed damask 
and velvet, and finally we behold him wcleomcd to the office 
of Lord Mayor by ‘The King’ in person (no particular 
King), to wliom he apologizes for his uncourtly manners. 
‘Nay,* answers the King, 

I pray thee, good Lord Mayor, be tven as merry 
As if thou wert amoog thy shoeiiiakefs. 

It dees me good to sec thee in this humout. 

In their own trade joumeymen-hatters W'cre described as 
‘gentlemen’ long before that term was so freely scattered 
about as it is today. Tradition says that on one occasion 
Queen Eli2uibeth was welcomed in Holbom by ‘a great 
congregation of w-ell-drcsscd men wearing polished heaver 
hats', The Queen, struck by their neat and fiourishing 
appearance, asked who they might be. She was told drat 
these were the joumej'men-hattets of Southwark and Black- 
friars. ‘Such journeymen’, she answered, ‘must be gentle¬ 
men, * 

One day in the year 1572 the Bishop of London drew up 
a list of nine things to be done for the protection of the realm. 
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The first was ‘forthwith to cutte off the Scottish Queen's 
heade’—that unfortunate Queen who had already pined for 
two years in captivity and would pine for fifteen more before 
her English kinswoman acted upon the Bishop's advice. In 
the interval Elizabeth never ceased to encourage and reward 
the bold sealers who challenged the Spanish monopoly of 
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trade in die New Wodd. London was deeply incerested 
in these ventures, and the fact that Philip of Spain was the 
champion of Mary, Queen of Scots, added to the general 
satisfactioii W'hen the battered ships cast anchor off Deptford 
heavy w-ith the spoils of their au^city. 

The stoiy^ of the struggle against Spain is part of the story 
of England, but London bore her part in it—^nd so did 
London s Queen. Like the great City Companies, Elizabeth 
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invested money in these expeditions, and like them she 
coUccrcd her profits in due course, though keeping carefully 
in the backgrotind all die while. Once, however, she did 
come boldly forward as the patroness of the greatest pirate 
of the whole fiu-joumeying brotherhood. This was in 
April, 1579 when the Londoners beheld with tlieir own. eyes 
die Goldeit Hind in which Francis Drake had sailed all rotmd 
the globe—the first EngHslmian to perform diat feat. 

The Queen bcUeved firmly in Drake^s lucky star; but 
when die Spanish Ambassador protested in the name of King 
Philip against die 'lawless, bloody and piratical' deeds of 
her seamen, she faltered for a moment. Then new's came 
which dispelled any misgivings she may have felt. After an 
absence of two years the Coldaj Hind cast anchor off Dept¬ 
ford, The htde ship, sole survivor of the five which had 
sailed out of Plymouth in 1377, was low in the water with 
her heavy cargo of treasure, the spoils of a journey quite 
correctly described in the words of the Spanish Ambassador 
quoted above. 

The delighted Queen gave orders that this fairy-tale cargo 
of gold and gems should be shifted to die Tower. She 
allotted ten dtousand pounds to the Captain as his share; and 
she decided to visit the Coldeti Hind, to dine on board, and 
to knight Francis Drake on the deck, in full view of die 
crowds of excited Londoners thronging the river bank. It 
was a resounding slap upon King Philip's ^e, and tiie on¬ 
lookers greeted it with ^outs of approval. 

It was not only in tbe Spanish posscssiotis of the New 
World that the Londoners were interested. In May, 1557, 
when Philip and Mary still reigned, tour English ships left 
Gravesend to convoy back to the far-off land of'Muscovy' 
a trade delegation from its Emperor, Ivan the Terrible, Out 
of that Russian visit to London grew dte Russia Company, 
which was actively encouraged by the fiir-seeing Elizabeth. 
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The Captain of the four ships, Anthony Jcddnson, latideci 
his passengers safely at Archangel, and then proceeded to 
Moscow, where he was equally impressed by the squalor 
and the splendour of Ivan's court. He returned to Russia 
in ij6i, and -was the first Englishman to sail the Caspian 
Sea. Armed, with personal letters from the Queen, he 
succeeded {though not without considerable difficulty) in 
obtaining safe conducts and trading privileges from both the 
Emperor of Russia and the Shah (whom be calls the ‘ Sophy’) 
of Persia. 

The Sophy, wrote Jenkuison, 


demanded of me of what country of Franks^ I was, and what 
afiaires 1 had there to do? Unto whom I answered that I was of 
the famous Cine of London within the noble Reahnc of England, 
and that I was sent thither fiom the most cHcellcnt and gracious 
soveraigne Lady Eliaabeth ... for to treat of friendship and frrse 
passage of our merchants and people to repaire and tralHque 
within his dominions. 


Largely owing to disturbed conditions in the Near East the 
Russia Company did not prosper quite as much as its 
members had hoped that it might. The Du tch later challenged 
its monopoly of tlie Spitsbergen Whale-Fisheries, and later 
still the execution of Charles the First so shocked the Russian 
Emperor of the time that he refused to have any more 
dealings with England dll after the restoration of Charles 
the Second, it was otherwise with the East iitdia Compaiiy, 
to which Queen Elizabcch granted a charter in 1600, and 
which lasted till 1858, when under an Act for the better 
Government of India, it relinquished its power to the Crown. 

The City Companies were now filling the gaps made by 
Henry die Eighth s destruction of the andeiit monastic 
schools. Christ’s Hospital, Newgate (better known as the 


^ Tht lorn in the East [ox tbe dtrutun nadottt in goienJ. 
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Blue Coat School), seems to have faeeti an object of interest 
to individual citizens as well as to civic bodies. Sir William 
Chester, a Lord Mayor, at his own. expense arched over an 
evil-smclling ditch which poisoned the air breathed by the 
boys, and a shoemaker called Castell, noted for his early 
rising, bequeathed to Christ’s Hospital ji^44 firom his hard- 
earned store. 

It was not only the Merchants and the City Companies 
who founded schools; a fomous one was built and endowed 
by a certain Dame Alice Owren, whose father was a Londoner 
and two of virhosc three husbands were London merchants. 

One fine day, w'hen young Alice ^vas walking with her 
maid near the butts at Islington where the dtizciis practised 
archery, she came upon a woman milking a cow and insisted 
on taking over the stool and milking-pail. It was a girlish 
whim, hut it had results to be seen today. When Alice rose 
from the stool a stray arrow passed right through her high- 
crowned hat, *If’, she exclaimed, ’I live to be a lady I will 
some day erect some building on this very ground in con¬ 
sideration of the great mercy shown to nte by die Almighcy! * 

The vow was fulfilled, but not until she was widowed for 
the third dme, and not before her faithful maid had jogged 
her memory. She then bought ten acres of land at Islington, 
founded a school and some almshouses, and bequeathed to 
the Brewers’ Company the funds needed to maintain both. 
Her gabled and niullioned Tudor buildings were pulled 
down in 1840, but she still has pensioners in Islington and 
outside the modem school which bears her name her statue 
stands, in h^h-crowned hat, ruff, and stiff Elizabethan gown. 

One cold December day in the year 1586 Londoners Icamt 
that their Bishop's advice had been followed, and that ‘the 
Scottish Queue’s heade’ had been ‘cutte off’ at last. Little 

^ Tb.e iduool wu movrd to HonTi 1 m in Sussex m 15KU, buc itill wear tbe 
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pity was felt for her, and less still when it became known that 
she had bequeathed to Philip of Spain her claim to the thronc 
of England Don Philip, a hard-working, earnest tnao , was 
soon busily buil ding huge golden galleons and massing troops 
and guns for tlic invasion of the kingdom which he regarded 
as Ills Oiwn. 

hi March, 1587 die Queen politely requested the Lord 
Mayor to train and equip a force of ro,ooo men in addition 
to the 4,000 already under arms. They were soon marching 
and drilling, the traditional white tunics with the City arms 
on hack and breast showing to the world who and what 
they were, Officen dressed in black rode beside diem; drums 
and trumpets went before. London also provided and 
manned sixteen ships and four light pinnaces for Drake's 
famous pounce on Cadiz, when, in his own homely words, 
*hc singed die King of Spain’s beard*, 

Londoners wrerc ver^' conscious of the care and the course 
of their Queen during the anxious spring and stmuner of 
1588. They crowded to Tilbury when she rode there to 
review her troops; they listened to her powerful voice, so 
like Iier father’s, proclaiming that she liad ‘the heart of a 
King, and of a King of England, too*. 

But already die ‘magnificent, huge and mighty fleet of the 
Spaniards, such as sayled not upon the Occan-sea many 
huiidreth yeeres before *, had ‘ vanished in smoakeTliosc 
words, written by a man who remembered die defeat of the 
Armada, sum up briefly and vividly the complete destructioii 
of King Phibp s proud golden galleons. 

And then Elizabeth w^as in their midst again, going in 
procession to St. Paul’s to return thanks to Cod, Dearly did 
she love splendour (even her night-caps were sewn with 
Spangles) and willingly did she gratify the Londoners* love 
of pomp and pageantry as, her raiment winking with rich 
jewels, she moved slowly along the Strand and up Ludgace 


THE 'wooden O* la? 

Hill in a chariot drawn by four white horses. No more 
foreign menaces now, no more Conrinental problems. 
England was an island at last, and she and her Queen were 
worthy of each other. 

The voyages of her seafarers had kindled a new and lively 
interest In the history of her kingdom. In spite of the firowns 



The Chbe Theatre on Batikside 

The * H'iWa o' hi u>fiu}i memy of SkeiKspevti gre^ett phyi u/ett ftst 
artei. The heatifig of the flag skoKtd that a pefamana iiw to 

of the Lord Mayor and Aldermen, Puritans almost to a man, 
Londoners crowded to the diciilar wooden theatres at 
Southwark to watch long historical dramas full of shouting 
and sw'ord-play. Tlie City authorities seem to have been 
rather pleased chan otherwise when an outbreak of the plague 
justified them in shutting down the too-popolar playhouses. 
The plague, they said, was sent by God to punish people for 
their sins; the theatre were great causes of sinfulness; there^ 
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fore the theatres, bcuig responsible for the plague, must not 
be allowed to lure the foolish to the south bank of tlie Thanics. 
It was unfortunate that the Queen and some of her most 
powerful courders should have taken certain companies of 
play-actors under their protection; it made things much 
more dilFtcult for the Lord Mayor. 

The hoisring of a Bag announced that die performance 
was about to begin; the lowering of the flag showed that it 
was over. The audience arrived, early, and while they waited 
would play cards, eat nuts and apples, and even tiy to read 
books bought &om one of the stalls in St. Paul’s churchyard 
the same day. Fashionable young men had stools upon the 
stage itself, disturbed the aaors by cracking nuts, diokcd 
them with smoke from that new-fangled toy, a clay pipe, 
and sometimes dismayed them by rising up and departing 
with a ‘screwed and discontented face’ in the middle of the 
play. People standing in the pit also ate apples, and would 
pelt with the cores any unlucky mummer svho foiled to 
please. 

The stage jutted out so that the audience surrounded it on 
three sides. Apart from screens and curtains there was Little 
scenery, but there were various ‘properties’ such as mossy 
banks, four-post beds, dragons, trees, even blue linen clouds. 
The tragic actors often wore the cast-off finery of the 
‘gallants'. Ji^, ballads, comic interludes and tunes on the 
pipe and tabor (one performer placing both instruments, 
like Ariel in The Tetitpest) relieved the strain of listening to 
sombre tragedies; and part-songs, exquisitely sung, added 
to the charm of the comedies. It was a musical age. A lute 
hung in every barber’s shop so that any customer who cared 
to do so might play a tunc while waiting to take his pbee in 
the harber’s chair. 

Poets, many of them destined to he immortal, teemed in 
the London of Elizabeth. They were drawn ftom ail classes; 
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courtiers of long descctit like Sir Philip Sidney, gcntlcmen- 
advciiturers Ukc Sir Walter Raleigh, burghers’ sons like 
Spcmcr, Shakespeare and Marlowe, humbly-bom rhymesters 
w'ho provided the doggerel for Kenipe and Tarleton, the 
two most popular 'comics’ of the day. Every playwright 
was in some degree a poet. The same London audience 
which demanded gibbering ghosts and gory murders, 
nimble jigs and rough horseplay, could and did enjoy the 
loveliest verse ever written in the English tongue. And they 
could End pleasure in country scenes such as the sheep- 
shearing icast in A Wittfer’i Tale. 

As the golden years passed the affecdon of the people ifbr 
their Queen never waned, 

T/teir gitf^^eans, airegant, etngmafic Queen 
H'Vw field tlie heart a/Englcmd as Kings hold 
Their jetivlltJ orbs. 

They often saw her, not only in state processions but also 
when she graced a wedding with her glittering presence or 
visited some highiy-honoured subject. In 1594 she attended 
a Masque at Gray’s Inn, whose members, she said.' did always 
study for some sports to present unto her'. In Ely Place she 
would visit her kinsman. Sir Christopher Hatton, the Lord 
Chancellor, whose skill in dancing she admired; to the 
Strand she would come to sit by the curtained bed of her 
Lord High Treasurer, Lord Burleigh, when he was laid up 
by a sharp attack of gout. Once, when he apologized for 
his infirmity’, she answered, ’ My lord, wre make use of you 
not for the badness of your legs but for the goodness of your 
head.’ 

Though Edmund Spenser wrote of the Temple as 
Those bricky loioers 

The ri>hich erf Tftantes’ hroad aged back do ride, 

WiKTe rjei*- the studhits lawyers have their bowers, 

K 
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the younger lawyers were gay as well as stutlious, fond of 
masques and revels, and patrons of professional players. 
In i 603 the Lord Chamberlain^s company performed 
Shakespeare’s Ttpelftk Night in Middle Temple Hall. 

Three years earlier the same company had performed the 
same play be^re the Queen, She was ageing then, her teeth 
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Crating a uviUii^ with her glittttUig ptesencr 

Frwff a pamtin^ 

were turning black or fa^Uing out^ her tJead-whitc, falcon^ 

keen face was criss-crossed by tiny wrinkles; but she w'ore a 
dress as youthful as the bride’s own at the wedding of Lord 
Herbert to the only daughter of John, Lord Russell, in June 
1600, and even joined in the dance which followed the 
ceremony. Yet she can have been in no dancing mood, for 
it was in the same month that the last and perhaps the dearest 
of her favourites, the young Earl of Essex, was put on trial 











A SHOUT OF 'clubs' 

for the blunders he had committed when sent to Ireland to 
suppress rebellion two years before. 

London was closely concerned with the unhappy story. 
Her citizens had roared applause when Shakespeare, in the 
prologue to the last act of his Henry rtie Fifth, painted an 
inraginary picture of the victorious return of the ‘General 
of their gracious Empress’. 

—-^low behoU 

How Londmi doth pour forth Iter citisens, 

The Mayor and all bis hretkr&t in best sort 
Like to the Samiors oj Aucieut Roine, 
fViih the plebeians sufatming ai their heels, 

Go forth to fetch their conquering Caesar in! 

The reality was not like that at all. When Essex did return 
it was hastily and by stealtli, a discredited man. His enemies, 
of whom he had many, persuaded the Queen that he was a 
rebel, if not a traitor; he was put on trial, condemned to 
relinquish all the rich offices he held, and to remain a priso ner 
during the Queen’s pleasure. She soon relented: he was sec 
free, and allowed to take up his quarters at his magnificent 
house in the Strand, where the name ‘Essex Street' still 
nrarks the site. But he would not keep quiet, and he had 
foolish friends who pricked liim on. One of these. Lord 
Southampton, was attacked in die Strand one day early in 
I do I by his arch-fbc Lord Grey, and might have been 
murdered had not a shout of * Clubs f’ brought 'prentices 
and other tovimsfolk to the rescue, 

Presciidy word came to Burleigh’s brilliant hunchback 
son, Robert Cecil, then Secretary of State, that Essex had 
plaimed to appear suddenly, with a handful of friends, at 
Paul's Cross on a Sunday when the Lord Mayor, Aldermen 
and City Companies would be attending an open-air ser¬ 
mon. The rash young man hoped to persuade the cidzens 
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that evil cotinscllocs were seeking his life and endangering . 
die Queen’s; and then he meant to lead them to Westminster, 
overwhelm his enemies at Court, and fling himself at his 
sovereign’s feet. 

Hearing these things, the Queen ordered the Lord Mayor 
and other worthies to keep away from Paul s Cross that day. 



Tames the First and Sixth 

Ht ispj fuutting uHtSi tiptal ardimr 
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and bade them see to it that the people stayed indoors. They 
obeyeti Essex, galloping w-ildly up Ludgate Hill, frnmd die 
cathedral precincts deserted; when he shouted, ‘For the 
Queen, my mistress! Follow me. good people, follow me!’ 
a very few voices cried out, ‘God bless your honour’, but no 
one attempted to follow him. 

He was put on trial again, this dnic for his life, and svith 
his lifo he paid the forfeit for his folly. And liis folly had been 
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very great. All London soon knew that among Ills crimes 
was that of holding secret communication with the King of 
Scots. Mary Stuarfs son: hut few people knew that he had 
spoken slightingly of the Queen's altered looks. The two 
tilings together sealed his doom. 

As time passed Londoners saw their Queen less and less 
often. From the old red palace at Ridimond conflicting 
rumours travelled downstream. Now she was said to be 
'set on jollity'; now it seemed she could not sleep, but 
would sit alone in the dark, weeping for Essex. The City, 
through its Members of Parliament, had frequently urged 
her to marry and so secure the Protestant succession against 
any possible Popish claimant overseas; but she never agreed, 
though once or twice ic seemed as if she miglu. For whom 
would the Lord Mayor carry the crystal sceptre at the next 
Coronation? Probably for a Scotsman of whom little was 
known except chat he loved bookleaming and hunting with 
equal ardour. 

In the dark early hours of March 24 th, i6aj, the great heart 
of England's Elizabeth ceased to beat. Her loyal Londoners, 
as heavily draped in black as the four horses which drew her 
funeral car, watched with sorrow^l frees as the procession 
passed on its w'ay to Westminster, the waxen-faoed, golden- 
dad effigy of the Queen jolting on the top of her cofiin, the 
twelve proud statidards borne on either side by hooded 
mourners. 


CHAPTER Vin 


Dark Skies over London 

T he people of London, havii^ welcomed in the 
course of their history kings frotii Normandy, 
Anjou and Wales, now found themselves conipell^ 
to reedve a king from the neighbouring northern kingdom 
of the Scots. 

As James, with his call, dark-eyed, flaxen-haired Danish 
Queen and their promising httlc son. Prince Henry', travelled 
southward by easy' stages in the bright summer weather of 
1603 the Londoners made suitable preparations against their 
arrival. Six triumphal arches were set up, their allegorical 
designs so chosen as to please a king who was know'n to be 
a sound classical scholar and believed to be a pillar of the 
Reformed Faith. 

But the ill luck of the Stuarts intervened. The hot weather 
bred an outbreak of the plague; the rradidonal procession 
from the Tower to Westminster had to be abandoned; and 
His Majesty had to come by water, in Quccti Elizabeth’s 
state barge. 

A City rhymester of this rime grieved over the money 
spent uselessly by London; 

Thousands of treasHTi’ halk Iter hourtty ufosted 
In honour of her King, lo welcome him: 

But wee is she! that honour is nol tasted. 

For royal James on siher Thames doth swim: 

The water hath that glory, for he glides 
Upon (hose pearly streams unto his Craum. 
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Owing ro the plague only the Lord Mayor and twelve of 
the Aldermen attended his coronation, and they, too, 
‘swam’, on the silver Thames to Westminster. 

London, now a Puritan stronghold, had hoped that a king 
educated by that fierce and famous Reformer, George 
Buchanan, would introduce a new form of worship on the 
lines ^voured at Geneva, abolishing 'piebcy*, or church 
government by Bishops, and making the sermon the most 
important element in diviite service. ^No Bishop, no King,’ 
said james^ and he soon made it clear that be httended to he 
to the Church of England what the translators of the Author¬ 
ized Wrsion of the Bible called him—^“a most tender and 
loving nursing father’. This translation, begun and carried 
on under hU active supervision, was the greatest acliicvement 
of his reign. E ven the Puritans could find no laolt with it. 
It w’as his zeal for prelacy that they disliked. And soon they 
were comparing to a horde of caterpillars and a plague of 
locusts the hungry and hopeful Scots who came streaming 
southward into London, 

None the less, those citizens w'ho came into direct contact 
with lum found his hearty, though hardly dignified, manners 
nor altogether unpleasitig. For example, when he was 
enrolled in the Cloth workers* Company he clapped his hands 
gleefully, and exclaimed with his strong Scottish accent, 
‘Now [ am a Cloth worker!’ Upon this the Merchant 
Taylors became envious; they brought forth and showed to 
the King their roll of members, a most impressive document. 
The King promptly decreed tliat his elder son, Henry, 
Prince of Wales, should be enrolled as a Merchant Taylor. 

This sciious-mindcd, rather Puritanical young Prince was 
the idol of Londoners. They had opportunities of seeing him 
not only on occasions of state but also when he visited the 
house in Fleet Street where business connected with his own 
Duchy of Comw'all was transacted. The house sdll stands. 
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Still adorned both inside and out widi the Prince of Wales's 
feathers. 

It was perhaps natural that, as his own diihculties increased, 
the King should have betrayed an occasional touch of 
jealousy: but nothing could have been more false or more 
cruel than the rumour which hinted that he had caused his 
too-popular son to be poisoned. Many Londoners believed 
that it was so. Some of them w'bispcrcd that Spain—yes, 
and Rome—had been in the plot. They found something 
niystcriotis in tlte sudden death of that stem young Protestant. 
Had they not beheld with their own eyes a lunar rainbow, 
strange and sinister, in the sty over St. James's Palace when 
he lay dying there? 

Tlicy could see the hand of Rome clearly enough in that 
undoubted plot of which small boys still remind the people of 
London every year on November 5ill—the Gunpowder Plot: 
and they were quite properly shocked at the wickedness of 
the small hand of conspirators who had planned to blow 
up the King, Lords and Commons ‘in Parliament assentbled'. 
But James's narrow escape did not make diem any more 
obliging when he wanted to borrow money. As London 
grew richer, kings grew' poorer, and the balance of power 
continued to shift from inherited might to accumulated 
money. 

On one occasion it is said that James w'as so much annoyed 
at the refusal of the City of London to lend him the sum of 
j{]20,ooo that he threatened to move Parliament, the Law 
Courts and the royal court to Winchester or Oxford, The 
Lord Mayor in reply observed that the merchants of London 
would in that event have one consolation—His Majesty’ 
could not rake the River Thames with him. 

Lovers of old London cherish the nicmoiy' of John Stow, 
tailor, antiquary and historian, who died in the second year 
of King James’s reign. His Survey is a veritable mine of 
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ulibnmtion, but while making it he appears to have neglected 
his needle, sdssors and thread, for he foil into poverty in his 
latter years. His widow was none the less able to erect to Iiis 
metnorj' a haiidsomae monument in the Cliurch of St. 
Andrew Undersliaft W'hcre every year on the anniversary of 
his death a new quill pen is ceremonially placed in his carved 
right hand. 
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Always odd and sometimes foolish chough King James 
might be, he honestly desired the good of his people. He 
planted mulberry trees to coicoiirage the cultivation of silk- 
worms and the manufacture ofsilki and he rendered a signal 
service to the whole population of the capital by Ins active 
encouragement of that enterprising London goldsmith, 
Hugh Myddleton, in his great enterprise of bringing water 
to the capital from the springs of Chadwell in Hertiordshire, 
thirty-eight miles away. This entailed the digging of a 
canal, known as the Newt River, and the construction of 
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many drains, sewers and bridges. HoUowed-ouc trees were 
used instead of metal pipes, and remnants of tliese are some¬ 
times unearthed to this day. The Cicj' Fathers of London 
h.-id not the wisdom to support this scliemc, but the ‘British 
Solomon' was wiser. He agreed to pay half the cost of the 
works if Myddlecon would give him a half-share in the 
profits. 

Great public rejoicings marked the moment when the 
waters of the New River first Hewed into the cistern pre¬ 
pared for them at ClerkenwelJ. The Lord Mayor (who 
happened to be Hugh Myddleton's brother) and Aldermen 
were present. The workmen who had carried out the diffi¬ 
cult and laborious task, ail ‘well appancllcd’, and carrying 
spades, shovels and pickaxes, marched dtree times round 
the cistern, to the sotmd of drums and trumpets, after which 
their foreman read aloud a piece of very bad poetry, praising 
Sir Hugh's ‘industry, cost and care’ and also the ‘King’s 
most gracious iove’. Then, sa)'s the chronicler Jolm Stow, 
‘the stream ran gallantly into the dsceme, drummes and 
trumpets sounding in a triimiphall manner, and a brave 
peale of chambers* gave fiiil issue to the intended entertain¬ 
ment'. 

It was not only in such things as the cultivation of silk 
and the distribution of water that James meddled actively 
with the affairs of Londoners. Peace abroad and harmless 
pleasure at home were his two chief aims. And in 1618 he pub¬ 
lished his Book of SpOTts in which he declared, that after divine 
service on Sundays his good people were not to be deterred 
from lawful recreation and exercise. He granted to his 
groom-porter, Clement Cottell, the right to license no 
few'er thaji fort)' taverns in London and Westminster (and 
within a radius of two miles therefrom) where people miglit 
play at lawful games, such as bowls, tennis, cards, or ‘any 
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other games thereafter to be invented’, fn the Bopjt of Sports 
he con’imends archery, vaulting, motris-dandng and the 
setting-up of maypoles. 

As the Putitans had been angrily attempting to abolish 
just such recreations, tlicy hummed like a swarm of hornets 
when the Book of Sports was issued. Most of the City clergy 
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stubbornly refused to obey the royal command to read aloud 
the hated book irom their pulpits. Nor were the citizens 
in the least pacified by the King’s question as to wditvi the 
common people should have ‘leave to exercise’ if not upon 
Sundays and holy days, ’ seeing rltcy must apply their labour 
and win their living in all workiivg days’. 

The Londoners disliked the King’s foreign policy as niudt 
as they did his other ideas, Tlicy did not agree chat a match 
between his only surviving son, Charles, Prince of Wales, 
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and a Spanish Princess would be a master stroke; and though 
they shared his imcasiiiess about his only daughter, Elizabeth, 
whose husband had been diiveii out of his kingdom of 
Solietnia by Spain ajid the other great Powers of the Catholic 
League, they would have preferred to vote money and send 
men to her rescue instead of trying by diplomacy to detach 
the King of S pain hrom his alhes. Their resentment was great 
wdicn once again, as in Mary Tudor’s days, they saw* Spanish 
envoys driving proudly through the streets. 

There were incidents. A 'prentice, w'arching Count 
Gondomar being carried in his chair dowTi Fleet Street, 
shouted out 'There goes the Devil in a dungcart!* For this 
he and seven of his lellows were sentenced to be wltippcd 
through the City. Three hundred indignant 'prentices rose 
up and sec them &ec. But the mood of London changed 
when the young Prince and his flashy, flamboyant (riend. 
the Duke of Buckingham, returned from a mysterious trip 
to Spain widi die news that the Spanish match was defrnitcly 
‘ofl^’. 

The Prince was disliked for his cold manners, the Duke, 
for his pride and his parade of more than royal splendour;* 
but now bonfrres blazed in their honour, roasts were drunk, 
cheers tvere raised—simply because they had failed in what 
they sec out to do. 

King James died in March, 1625, and his funeral, which 
cost more than ^50,000, provided the Londoners with a 
fine if gloomy spectacle. Nine diousand mourners received 
their black cloaks free of charge. The hearse looked like a 
black wedding cake, and was stuck as full of flags as a pin¬ 
cushion could be with pins . It was designed by Inigo Jones, 
the royal architect, whose dudes included the planning of 
scenery and costumes for the Queen's masques, and whose 
great Banqueting Hall is all chat now remains of his archi- 

* Ttc few irniWOfisadll ty be lefti in tlic Emhwlcjtkem Cvici}!. 
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tecturai work for the King^ Thk hall replaced an earlier onc^ 
burnt to the ground in i6ip* Sad to relate^ a niob of 
Londoners then broke into the palace of Whitehall during 
the fire and stole cver^^iiing widiin thek reach—ineluding the 
King's bed, which must liave been carried boldly away while 
honest folk were battling vainly with the flames. 

King Charleses frequent clashes wnth the City of London 
formed a sort of overture to the Civil W ar* When Bucking¬ 
ham's astrologer^ Dr^ Lambe, was butchered by the London 
mob^ the King imposed a heavy fine on die City for not 
finding and punislting the murderers. When plate and 
jewels belonging to his pretty yoimg French wife* Henrietta 
Maria, were stolen, he sternly enforced a previous but dis^ 
regarded edict compelling all goldsmiths to return to their 
former In^dquartcrs in Chcapsidct on the plea diac being 
dispersed over the City they ofFcrcd opporturn ties for the 
^passing away of stolen plate\ More unpopular still were 
the steps taken by the King and Archbishop Laud to regulate 
the services of the Church. The wearing of a white surpUce. 
tlie railing-round of the communion table, the kneeling to 
receive the Sacrament, all these things smacked of Popery* 
Numerous new sects were springing up> fiinatical, intolerant, 
sometimes very’' peculiar. And the westward urge frit by 
the pdgrims who sailed in the in 1620 would draw 

many Londoners axross the sea to the New World. It is an 
interesting point tliat in the year 1635 twenty-seven such 
pilgrims left the parish of St. Mildredp Bread Strcct^the 
parish in which was born the greatest of all Puritans—-John 
Milton* 

The wealth of the nation was now concentrated in the 
City and fiom this it followed that no king could reign unless 
he had the City solidly behind him. Unfortunately Charles 
tlic First, in his desperate attempt to raise the funds needed 
to c^ry on the government of the country^ made one 
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blunder after another, each of which was marked and re¬ 
sented by the merchatits of London, Particularly did they 
resent the tax blown as Ship Money, although, a strong 
Navy was mote important to them than to any other section 
of the community. There w'as also the question of the Irish 
‘ plantations’ which the late King had induced them to finance 
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and which were now taken away ftom them on the plea 
tliat these had been badly administered. And there were 
those costly and inglorious expethdons to Cadiz and La 
Rochelle and the lie de Rhe, for which all the blame was 
thrown upon their commander, the Duke of Buckingham. 

On a certain Sunday morning in the year i6a3 news came 
ftom Portsmouth which spread like wildftrc through 
London. Even the congregations in the City churches 
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heard ir. In tlic ancient Chur eh of Sr. DiinsranVin-tht'-Wcst 
the shock caused two women parishioners to faint—they 
were the mother and sister of the Puritan, John Felton, who 
had stabbed Buckingham to death on the eve ofhk embarka¬ 
tion for another espedidou against the French. 

The spotlight of popular hatred was next directed upon a 
very different t)'pe of man—Thomas Wentworth, Earl of 
Strad'ord, who was as hrm as Buckingham was Abolish, and 
who brought to afiairs of state a temper as resolute as Arch¬ 
bishop Laud showed in dealing with the affairs of religion. 
As Lord Deput)' of Ireland licliad been notably stem, thotigh 
he was able to boast that under liis rule ‘ no hair of any man’s 
head W'as touched for the firee exercise of his conscience’. 
When it became clear tliat he was likely to attempt to deal 
with England as he had with Ireland, Parliament, strongly 
supported by the City of London, determined to lay lum 
low. He was impeached on a ridiculous charge of treason; 
and when, on the unsupported evidence ot his enemy, Sir 
Harry Vane, he was accused of having said that tlie King 
had an army in Ireland which might be used for the subjec¬ 
tion of * this khigdoin', his late was sealed. Nobody was will¬ 
ing to bebeve that by ‘ this kingdom' he really meant Scotland, 
where trouble had broken out following the King’s unwise 
effort ro force the Book of Conunoii Prayer upon the Scots. 

Many London merchants signed a petition tltat 'the Bill 
for killing’ Strafford should go through. Parliament was 
implacable. The London mob, howling for blood, broke 
the windows of the Palace at Whitehall; and it seems quite 
possible that if Cliarles had intervened to save his fiitlfful 
servant, Pailiament's next step would have been to impeach 
bis much-loved but foolish little Queen. After a struggle he 
yielded: and on the night of Strafford’s execution the streets 
of London were full of exdted citizens shouting joyfully 
‘His head is ofti’ 
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Four years later Archbishop Laud suffered the same shame¬ 
ful dcadi, and die same riotous scenes foUow'cd, He was 
almost more hated than Strafford, and at one rime his palace 
at Lambeth was so fiercely assailed by the London 'pteurices, 
inarching thidicr to the beat of a drum, that he was obliged 
to mount cannon upon the battlements for its defence. 

Six months after the execution of Strafford, Parliament 
drew up a Grand Remonstrance in which an obvious attempt 
was made to shift the balance of pow'cr from the Crown to 
the Commons. There was a majority of only eleven in an 
assembly of three hundred meGibcrs, but among tiic eleven 
was a red-faced squire from Huntingdonshire, Oliver 
Cromwell by name. 

Great excitement was caused in London by the King’s 
attempt on January 4th, 1642, personally to impeach five 
Puritan members of Parliament who had incurred Iiis dis¬ 
pleasure. Followed by his Gentlemcn-Pensioncrs and some 
hundreds of armed courtiers and officers, he entered die 
House of Commons and demanded the immediate surrender 
of Hampden, Pym, HoDcs, Hazelrigg and Strode. But, as 
he himself observed, ‘the birds had flown’; they Itad bolted 
for shcltci to a house in Coleman Street, Cripplegatc. One 
of die Queen’s osvn ladies had warned Pym in rime, and 
Charles had no choke but to withdraw. No English 
sovereign has ever set foot in the House of Commons since 
that day. 

The sequel to Charles’s impetuous action was peculiar. 
Tile Commons adjourned till January 11 th, hut in the mean¬ 
while set up a permanent Coinniittcc at the Grocers* Hall, 
within the City boundaries whither they thought the King 
would hardly dare to follow them. They were wrong. 

The next day His Majesty announced that he would (fine 
with the Sheriffs in Guildhall. Rigid and stem he sat in his 
State coadi, while die mob pressed round him with repeated 
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cries of ^Privilege of Parliament!' Scifily and coldly ke de¬ 
manded that the Lord Mayor and Aldermen should seek out 
and deliver up the Sve Members who had taken refuge in 
their midst, And it must have hcen very stiffly and coldly 
that he dined with a small company of City worthies, fiir 
he realized tliat no attempt would be ntade to meet his 
^sishes. 

Knowing now that war was inevitable, he soon removed 
his wife and childtcn first to Hampton Court and then to 
Windsor, before he himself went to raise the royal standard 
at Nottingham. He was never to enter London again except 
as a prisoner on his way to trial and execution. 

During die seven years that followed the parliamentarians 
held the capital and tlie great seaports. London was the 
largest taxable area in the realm; it contained the accumulated 
wealth of the richest community' in Europe: it controlled 
the Customs Offlees and the chief printing presses; it paid 
and commanded the by-now-cfflcieiit militia known as the 
Trained Bands. Even if the whole population was not 
unanimous in supporting those who strove against the King 
there was no man who did not fear that if the Royalists 
should storm the City plunder and destruction would follow. 
The most streniious preparations were therefore made to 
ward off and defeat any attack. 

No battle of the Civil War ever raged nearer to London 
than Tumham Green. ’When the Royalists, under the 
command, of the King’s dashing young nephew. Prince 
Rupert, marched easti^'ard from Brentford they found an 
army twice as large as their own. barring the way to the City. 

Here is the stor)^ in the w-ords of a contemporary, Bul- 
strodc Whitclocke; 

The City Bands marched forth very cheerfully, under ihe 
command of Major General Skippon, w-ho made short and en¬ 
couraging speeches to his soldiers—‘Come, my boys, my brave 
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tioys, let us ptay heartily and light hcardiy—remember the cause 
is for God.' Beyond Hanimersniith, in a lane, were pUced the 
great guns, ready to be drawn up as there should be occasion, 
and a Hide beyond that were the carriages, in a field close to the 
highway. 

The General, Lord Essex, rode from regiment to regiment 
encouraging them, and when he had spoken to them the soldiers 
would dirow up their caps and cry, ‘Hey for old Robin!' 
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The City goodwives, and others mindful of their husbands 
and friends, sent many cartloads of wines, and provisions, and 
good things, to Tumham Green, with which the soldiers were 
refieshod and made merry; and the more when they heard that 
the King and all his army had retreated. 

Tumham Green is stiil an open space; there arc flow'ce-beds 
to make It gay, and cricket is played there in summer; but 
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if miy deep digging has to be done people sotnetimes find 
iiimian bones, swords, steel caps, and other rdics of the 
memorable day when the tide of Civil War rose to Mdthin 
eight miles of St. Paul’s. 

London contributed 20,000 men to Cromwell's invincible 
New Model Army, and many a young linen-draper donned 
a scarlet cloak, a buff jerkin and a steel cap, and learned to 
fight on horseback and on foot with broadsword and with 
musket, The City was spared the horrors of sack and pillage; 
but for eleven years she was packed with troops, mchlcss, 
rough-mannered troops. For the first time in its long history 
this proud and powerful community had to learn to live 
under an absolute despotism such as no Plantagenet, Tudor 
or Stuart had ever attempted to set up. 

In die once-merry month of May poor old King James’s 
Book of Sports was publicly burnt by the liangman. May- 
poles were chopped up for firewood, playhouses and bear¬ 
gardens were dosed. It was soon as dangerous to hang up a 
sprig of holly at Cliristmas as it was to possess a copy of the 
Book of Common Prayer. The one game to which, little 
objection seems to have been made was nine pins, which 
the Cromw'cllian soldiers played so noisily and so late at 
night in the aisles of St. Paul’s Cathedral that decent citizens 
in the neighbourhood could not sleep. 

The Royalist defeat at Naseby in June, 1645, was celebrated 
by a banquet in the Grocers’ Hail attended by Members of 
both Houses of Parliament. They little thought how soon 
their power would be broken, and all pretence of parlia¬ 
mentary government thrown overboard. 

On ^e morrow of this banquet die Common Council 
was called upon to consider what shoold be done with the 
3,000 unfortunate Cavalier prisoners of war then herded 
together in the south cloister of St, Paul’s, Whac decision 
was reached Ixas not been put on record. Humanity to a 
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defeACcd foe ijv’as not a characteristic of the Puritan nature: 
tlicrc was no warrant £or it in the Old Testament. These 
prisoners may have been left to die of privation; or they may 
have been sold as slaves on the Gold Coast, as were the 
Scottish captives after the Battle of Worcester five years 
later. 

London had not resisted King Charles and his Archbishop 
only to submit meekly to Cromwell and lus buff-coated 
legions. She told Parliament that she had her own views on 
church reform, wanted full control of her own Trained 
Bands, and desired that the Army should be abolished. 
Nobody paid any heed: and the Cit)' Companies were soon 
compelled to sell their plate to maintain dte Army wliich 
Parliament itself had now begun to fear. 

Mcanw'hile the fortunes of King Charles and his friends 
were going steadily from bad to worse: and then in the grey 
January days of 1649 the people of London knew that they 
had only to betake themselves to Westminster in order to 
see the King on his way to and from Westminster Hall to be 
tried for his life on the impossible charge that he had ‘ mali¬ 
ciously levied war against the present Parliament and the 
people therein represented'. 

All the approaches to the Hall were lined by carefully- 
chosen troopers, who spat upon the King as he passed, blew 
tobacco smoke in his £ke, and kept up a monotonous 
bellowing of‘Justice 1 Execution 1 ’ But above their clamour 
he could hear &r off, faint, i^uickly-sdficd cries of ‘God 
Save Your Majesty!' Cromwell could not trust the Londonei^ 
to show no pity for Charles; he dared not let them draw too 
near that sorrowful, unflinching, black-cbd figure. 

Presently those who ventured again into WMcehalt lieard 
die hollow sound of hammers upon planks as workmen 
began to erect a scaffold, surrounded by a high black-draped 
railing, outside the Banqueting Hall. When on that scaflbld 
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the last scene of the tragedy was enacted spectators perched 
on roof-tops and climg to chimneys; none of them would 
ever fb^ec the deep groan of horror which arose when the 
masked cxecurionec held high the severed head of the King. 

For three or four years London, like die rest of the realm, 
was at the mercy of the fifty-six petty tyrants composing 
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the Rump Parliament. When in 1653 Cromwell set them 
packing he dubbed himself the Lord Protector and called 
his new Republic the Cormnonwcalth; but words could not 
mask die fact that he was a dictator. The old cry ‘Privilege 
of Parliament' was out of date now, and the dark-hrowed 
royal exile whom the Puritans called ‘the Young Man 
Charles Stiurt* had been twice defeated in desperate attempts 
to win back his heritage. It seemed as if‘jack-boot rule* had 
come to stay. 

However little large numbers of Londoners may have 
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liked life under a dictacorship, the mcTchancs soon realized 
that Cromwell’s bold foreign policy was paying dividetids. 
The capture of the island of Jamaica gave them a &esh source 
both of sugar and of negro slave-labour, and they perceived 
the importance of having a new Continental foothold at 
Dunkerque* It was the younger people and the more 
gently-nurtured among their elders who on the one band 
fretted at the general gloom and on the other looked back 
wistfully to the days that perhaps seemed happier than they 
really were. Then a time came when Royalists and Republi¬ 
cans w'cre of one mind—and diat was when it appeared that 
Cromwell thought of proclaiming himself King* Many 
merchants were also displeased when the Lord Protector 
introduced a colony of Jews from Amsterdanit allowed them 
to build a synagogue* and granted them certain txsnimercial 
privileges w'hich the London community regarded as 
excessive. 

King Charles, living sltabbiiy and anxiously in the Nether¬ 
lands, was cheered by secret and confidential reports that 
Royalist sympathizers were growing bolder and more 
numerous every day; and presently refugees from England 
began to seek liim out, runaw'ay London ’prentices among 
them. News came of an attempt upon the Lord Protector’s 
life* Someone Icfr a basket containing a firework near his 
apartments in Whitehall; but it friled to explode, and he was 
frted to die in his bed, on a night of great storm and high 
wind. 

Mr. John Evelyn, a loyal though not a warlike Royalist, 
wrote in his diary his impressions of Oliver Cromw'ell's 
funeral. He described how the body was borne from Somer¬ 
set House to 'Westminster Abbey in a velvet-covered ‘bed 
of state’ drawn by six horses. On this lay a Hfc-sizc effigy 
in royal robes, with ‘crown, sceptre and globe like a king’; 
heralds followed, wearing their tabards: then a led horse. 
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its housings, ‘embroidered, all over in gold': but, concluded 
Mr. Evelyn, 

it was the joyfuUest funcrail ever 1 saw, for thcce was none that 
cried but dogs, which the soldiers hooted away with a barbaiious 
noise, drinking and caking tobacco tn the streets as they wenL 

London was actively involved in many of the events 
leading up to the Restoration of Charles the Second only 
seven months later. The Army was now supreme, for 
Richard CromwcU, the Protector’s son, otherwise ‘Tumble¬ 
down Dick', showed no readiness to take over the authority 
which had been formally bequeathed to him by his father. 
But it was an Army without a head, unless one counted 
General Monck, who was in command of the Common¬ 
wealth forces hi Scotland; and presently it became known 
that he was marching south, a rough, resolute man, whose 
real purpose no one could fathom. It was said, however, that 
bis wife, a masterful woman, desired a royalist Restoration. 

Three months after Cromwell’s death the ’prentices of 
London were shouting for a Free Parliament, and peldng 
with old slippers, tumip-tops, stones and tiles the soldiers 
sent to silence them. Young clerks drank secret healths to 
‘Somebody’, and though the name of Charles Stuart was 
seldom spoken, the thought of him was In every heart. 
Recruits flocked to Monck’s army, even though he liad not 
yet plainly declared the object of his southward march. He 
readied London in February, he and his officers wearing red 
and white favours in their hats, trumpeters going before. 
Meanwliile die City of London had dccideti to pay no more 
taxes until a Free Parliament were assembled, and that 
miserable set of puppets called the ' Rump’ ordered Monck 
to inarch into the City and pub down the gates and port¬ 
cullises there. 

This, wrote Mr. Evelyn, 'exceedingly exasperated the 
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Cittie’. But perceiving ‘how wretched a pack of knaves 
would have taken away liis conunission', and repenting of 
what he had done to the ‘Citrie*, Monck marched with his 
Army to Whitehall, dissolved the Rump^ and SLinimoned 
the Old {or hong) Parlianieiic—wliat remained of it. Tlie 
next day he matched back to the City, watched by silent, 
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uneasy multitudes. At Guildhall he formally informcxl tbe 
Lord Mayor and Aldermen wltat he had done. He also 
expressed his regret that he had obeyed the Rump so (ar as * 
to do iiyury to 'that famous city which of aU ages has been 
the bulwark of Parliament and general liberty’. Astonished 
and dchghted, the Mayor and Common Council drank his 
healtli, invited him to dinner, ordered the bells of the City 
to be rung, and bonfires to be lighted in the streets. 


















MOBEIS-BEl-LS ARE HEARD AGAIN I55 

After the execution of Charles the Hrst his statue outside 
the Royal Exchange was cast dow^l and over the eniptj' 
niche was inscribed in Latin ^The Tyrant is gone, the last of 
the Kings’. On Mardi 15th, 1660, just before the Exchange 
closed, a man came with a ladder and a pot of paint, clirabod 
up, and blotted out the inscription. He then threw up his 
cap and cried, ‘God bless King Cliarles the Second 1 * In this 
cry the ‘whole Exchange joined with the greatest shout'. 

On May 29th, when the sky was blue and tlie haw^thoms 
were in flower, the King reached the capital where cidaens 
of all classes were tumbling over each other to greet him. 
The Arniy, helpless now, stood in rigid, sullen ranks on 
Blackheath, listenhtg to the bells of the morris^danoers and 
the music of pipe and tabor, and watching the Lord Mayor 
waiting at the head of some 120.OOO people to welcome die 
royal w'andercr home. 

The procession passed slowly through the City, to the 
sound of carillons, cheers and martial music, the King 
patiently and smilingly bow-ing right and left, his high- 
crowned hat with its deep red feather in his hand more 
often rb:in upon his head. It passed so slowdy that it was not 
until nine o’clock that he was able to dismount before his 
Palace of Whitehall, Tapestry hung from the windows 
through one of which his father had stepped forth onto the 
scaffold eleven years before. 


CHAPTER IX 


Plagiit% Fire and ^Popery^ 

W HEN *che King ctyoycd his own agam\ md hjcw 
ina)p>l^ were set up, and morris^bells were 
heard once more, and playhouses rc-opeiied, 
London was still the straggling, complicated City of Planta- 
genet and Tudor days. For six miles—-if wc indude West- 
extended along the northern hank of the Thames, 
where the watermen were now more numerous, and more 
audadoLu, and more noisy than ever. A great wave of gaiety 
and loyalty swept over the people, and though certain 
Puritan sects sdll made themselves troublesome, they w^re 
a small minoriry, and the m;^ority dealt harshly by diem. 
Parliament, the Cicy, the whole country, would have 
launched a campaign of ruthless retriburion if they had had 
their will. Even the dead were not spared. Londoners 
gathered in their hundreds to see the bodies of Cromwell, 
Ireton and other Puritan leaders swinging firom gibbets at 
Tyburn. Only one man seems to have kept his head, and 
that was the man who had suficred most during the evil 
dmes that had just ended—the King himself He was as 
merciful as his subjects would allow liim to be. 

Tw*cnty^ight of the surviving regicides were tried for 
their lives, but London had the satis&ction of seeing only 
ten of them executed. When their £.te was being discussed 
at the royal council-board in WhitcbalJ the King scribbled a 
note and pushed it across to the Lord Chancellor* Sir Edw^aid 
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‘CGLY YET ETKBABLE' I55 

Hyde/ *I conicss’, he wrote, *J am weary of hanging. Let 
it sleep.’ 

The Londoners had many opportunities of seeing for them¬ 
selves their tall, dark-browed, tigly, yet likeable monarch. 



*M€ur irere set up and jMoiT/5-&fWj 

were heard once more' 
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He dined in public every weekday, and the galleries of the 
Banqueting Hall at Whitehall were thronged by interested 
spectators. On Sundays, his loyal subjects (as many as of 
them as could squeeze into die Chapel Royal, St. James's) 
saw him at Church—and sometimes saw him fall tranquilly 
asleep if the sermon were very lengthy or very dull. They 

^ Eari of OumdiaiL 


156 LONDON THBOUGH THE ACES 

were able to watch hini feeding his ducks on the lakeside in 
St. James’s Park, where he also kept anceiopcs, goats, an elk 
and some Arabian sheep. 

It is related that on one occasion when the Lord Mayor of 
London arrived at Court to deliver a message from the City 
to His Majest)', he found the King, hat in hand, busily 
throwing com to the wildfowl on the lake. His Worship, 
also, of course, hat in hand, hesitated. Etiquette forbade 
that he should deliver his message to a hadcss sovereign. 

‘If/ he said, * If your Majesty would please to be covered'— 

*Oh,’ answered the King, cheerfully, 'You may deliver 
your message, my Lord Mayor—it is to the ducks that I take 
olF my hat.' 

His encounters with the Chief Magistrate were often 
rather comical: for example, when at a Guildliall banquet in 
the year 1676 Sir Robert Viner, being more than a little 
ripsy, became so uproariously familiar that the King tried to 
slip away towards his waiting coach; but Sir Robert followed 
him, ‘and catching him fast by the hand cried out, with a 
vehement oath, “Sir. you shall stay and take t’other bottle”.’ 
The merry monarch looked kindly at him over his shoulder, 
and with a smile repeated the line of the old song. 

He ihac is drunk is as great as a King; 

after which he allowed liimself to be led back to the high 
table. 

Mr. Samuel Pepys, Clerk of the Acts to the Navy, was a 
keen observer of die great tides of life and action flowing 
through the London streets, and his diary is a much livelier 
chronicle than that kept by his serious-minded friend, Mr. 
John Evelyn. Nobody knew better than Mr. Pepys how con¬ 
stant an interest the King and his brotlicr, James, Duke of 
York, took in naval affairs, but it is to Mr, Evelyn that we 
owe a delightful glimpse of the two royal brothers racing 
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their yachts from Green’nicK to Gravesend for a wager of 
j^ioo, Evelyn was aboard the King’s yacht and noted that 
His Majesty steered her for part of the course with his own 
hands. After the race, which ended in a draw, the diarist 
dined with die King. 

He must have felt greatly flattered wlien tiic conversation 
turned upon Iiis book, Fumifugium^ a treatise on the smoke 
musance in London, dicn daily growing more intolerable. 
In the dedication to the King Mr. Evelyn had described how 
one day when lie rvas ’walking in the Palace of Whitehall 
*a presumptuous smoakc did so invade the Court that all 
the rooms, galleries and places about it were filled and 
infested with if. The fumes from a brew-house near the 
Palace produced such a ‘horrid cloud’ that to anyone coming 
up the river die City appeared ‘like a sea where no land was 
within kenh Indoors the ‘smoakc’, he said, 'diffused and 
spread a ycUow'nessc’ over the 'choysest pictures’: out of 
doors it made the churches and palaces black, and 'widiered 
the flo’tt'crs and trees. 

Evelyn's proposed remedy was to remove from the City 
all brewers, dyers, soap-boilers, Umo-burners and odier 
'manifest nuisances’, and to plant the low-ly-ing lands to the 
east and south-west with sweet hedges of musk, rose, lavender, 
Spanish broom and bay, All these ideas sovereign and subject 
discussed as they dined aboard the ro)'al yacht: and the King 
declared that he w'as 'resolved to have somediing done about 
it'. But nothing effective was done; and even now a great 
deal rcjnains to do. 

The royal "yachts and barges lay constantly at anchor off 
the foreshore by the Palace of Whitehall , but it was not only 
aboard such craft that Londonen looking out upon the 
Thames caught sight of their King. Sometimes he would 
take a pair of sculls and go for a row all alone, laying aside 
Ills bushy dark periwig in hot weather, and so making him- 
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self less easy to recognizet somctinics he and his brother the 
Duke of York would swini in the river between Battersea 
and Chelsea. 

On June 3rd, f66j, Ln a great sea fight otFLowestoft, the 
English duct under the Duke of York Lnfiicrcd a heavy* 
defeat upon the Dutch, and London went mad with Joy. 
People flung furniture out of their windows to feed the 
bonfires in the strecc. Only four days later Mr. Pepys, 
walking down Drury Lane, saw something wbidi made 
him catch his breath sharply, and forget all about the victory 
which was still in every mind. He knew the Lane well. 
There were taverns there, a few noble houses, a cockpit in 
which the cruel but popular ‘sport' of cockfighting was 
carried on, and the recently-erected Theatre Royal, a favourite 
haunt of his, and the ^ne of many frivolous and witty plays 
of the kind likely to please a frivolous and witty monarch— 
and his people. Actresses instead of young boys now took 
the women’s parts, and the scenery was as elaborate as in the 
Elizabethan playhouse it had been simple. 

The summer of 1665 had been exceptionally hot, follow¬ 
ing a verv' dry winter. The streams w’hich had once flowed 
ihrouglt—and even under—the City had almost run dry; 
the air was full of dust, and the dust %vas full of the germs of 
disease. The Plague, which had not follcn upon London for 
many years, Vt'as Just beginning to spread. Mr, Pepys 
stopped short with an exclamation of dismay when he saw 
on three cltMcly-barred oaken doors red crosses roughly 
painted, and under each the words. Lord, have mercy oit us! 
He knew at once what that meant, though it was a sight he 
had never seen before. 

Every w'cek it was the duty of the sextons and clerks of 
the hundred and forty London parishes to draw up what 
were called Bills of Mortality—lists of the dcatlis which had 
taken place within their boundaries during that period. 
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'bring out youb dead' 

When the Great Plague of 166$ was at its peak, about 1,000 
citizens were dying of it every day. 

Such people as a>uU remove themselves to the country did 
so without undue delay. The King, who had already planned 
a summer progress in the West Country, lingered till the 
end of July, when he went by river from Hampton Court 
to Greenwich to view his new buildings there and inspect 
a sliip. He could hear the London bells tolling for the d^d 
as he was rowed through the stricken City. It was soon the 
only sound to be heard in the streets, except the ghastly creak 
of the dcathcarts and the dull clink of die iron clapper as men 
went to and fro among the desolate houses cr^dng, ‘Bring 
out your dcadT Grass sprouted between die cobblestones; 
and presently the river, once so gaily dotted with boats and 
wherries, was as londy as a river Howing through a wilder¬ 
ness. The churchyards were fillin g up so fast diat in some 
cases the level rose as much as ten feet. A dktant flicker of 
torclilight after dark usually meant that more unfortunate 
victims were being hastily laid in shallow' graves. 

Among the stout-hearted few who refused to flee W'as Mr. 
Pepys. Old General Modck, too, now Duke of Albemarle, 
temamed quiedy in his iodguigs in the Cockpit at Whitehall, 
and Lord Craven, a much older man, stuck to his home in 
Drury Latie and helped those who were crying to keep order 
at a time when law and local government seemed on the 
point of falling to pieces. 

In September there was a meeting of magistrates held in 
the vestry of Greenwich Church ‘ in order to be doing some¬ 
thing for the keeping of the plague from growing'. Among 
the cases considered was one whidi touched the hearts of 
them all. As the pestilence spread, households which had 
been stricken were isolated as far as might he, and the inhabi¬ 
tants w'cre only allow'cd to creep forth for a short ante after 
dark. People living on the outskirts ot the City were striedy 
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forbickiL'ti to receive or h^bour any refugees, ft bappened 
that there lived in Graoechurch Street, a saddler and his wife 
who had lost all their children but one. Then in the hour of 
their despair a good fiiciid of theirs came by stealth firom 
Greenwich, took this child &oin them stark naked, and after 
porting it into 6:csh garments, brought it home with him. 
The magistrates agreed that it should be pemiicicd to be 
kept in the town. 

By the end of October the full force of die disease had 
spent itself. Merchants were gathering again to do business 
togcdicr, a lew shops w^rc venturing to take down dieir 
shutters; and by the end of January a hard frost had done its 
work, and Mr, and Mrs. Pepys dared to go to church again, 
W'hcre the piled-up graves in the churchyard were covered 
with snow. 

Those ‘persons of quality’ w'ho had stuck to their posts 
received from the King silver Hagons suitably inscribed. Mr. 
Pepys got no flagon; but he got something better—for His 
Majesty came up to him, grasped him warmly by both hands, 
and said, ‘Mr. Pepys, I do give you thanks (or your good 
service all this year, aj^d 1 assure you 1 am very sensible of 
it.’ 

Another ordeal lay Just ahead of London—but this time 
die King was there, as the Londoners had good reason to 
know. 

On September 2nd, 1666, a fire broke out in a bakeliousc 
in Pudding lane, near London Bridge, and, fanned by a 
strong cast wind, spread rapidly. Almost before Londoners 
had time to realize what was happening their proud and 
ancient Cir}' was a great forest of quivering flames, over 
which brooded a pall of lurid smoke. 

Mr. Pepys hurried to Whitehall with the news, and the 
King, much concerned, told him to go back to the City and 
command the Lord Mayor to pull down all the houses in the 
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path of the flames—no very difficult task when so many of 
them were so imsily niadej and w-hen hooks and ropes were 
alw'ays kept ready for the purpose. But the citizens were too 
anxious to remove their liousehold goods—mostly hy water 
—to have time to spare for the obvious couiiter-mcasurcSr 
and as for the Lord Mayor, Sir Thomas Bludworth, he proved 
quite unw’orthy of his ofoce, Pepys met liim in Cannon 
Street, 

like a man spent, with a handkercher about Iiis neck. To the 
King's message he cried, like a faindng woman, 'Lord! what 
can 1 do? The people will not obey me’—he needed no more 
soldiers—and for himself he must go and refresh himself, having 
been up all night. 

In the evening the royal barge made its way down a river 
choked with laden shipping, for the King, unlike the Lord 
Mayor, was prepared to deal widi the situation. And still 
the fire spread, making a ‘horrid, malicious, bloody flame’ 
in the sky. 

What London needed was not so much soldiers as seamen, 
and the King saw to it that seamen were not tacking. Not 
only did he call out the Trained Bands to keep order; he 
brought seamen from the fleet and workmen from the royal 
dockyards to blow up the houses which the Lord Mayor 
could not (or would rmt) pidl down. 

All diat day he was King of England, riding up and dosvn the 
hne of his workmen with a bag of guineas at his side, com¬ 
manding, dircatcning, rewarding, sometimes dismounting at die 
fiercest points to pass the buckets with his own liands, or standing 
ankle deep in water, amid sparks and falling masonry', to see his 
orders for blowing up houses carried out* 

Almost before the fire had smouldered out the King was 
caring for the relief of the poor folk left homeless. He 

* Froiti Kin^ CWJij // by Dr. Ardiur Brymr, 
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otdcrcd dial bread &om the Navy stores should be dis¬ 
tributed among them; he himself went to Moorfields, where 
thousands were huddled together, and rode up and down to 
calm their fears. He then summoned his architect, Cliristopher 
Wren, and his &iend, Mr. John Evelyn, to discuss plans for 
the rebuilding of the City. A Proclamation was next issued. 
No more wooden houses: no more narrow, twisted lanes; 
no more smoke-emitring trades to be carried on within a 
certain radius; a ‘£^ quay^ to run the whole length of the 
north bank of the Thames. But the dtiictis would not yield 
up the right to rebuild their houses on the old foundadons; 
and to this day you can follow the course of the narrow 
medieval lanes^and even read their former tjuaint names 
on the modem o£Ece walls—^Blowbladder Lane, Bandyleg 
Lane, Duck Lane. 

Of the eighty-nine churches which perished in the Great 
Hrc Wren rebuilt £fiy-two. Those which have survived 
an even greater fire give us a good idea of what the rest 
looked like—real City churches, full of pompous memorials 
to City worthies, and each with a wrought-iron sword-rcst 
ready to hold the City sword if the Lord Mayor should 
worship there in state. Among those of which only the spires 
remained after World War II w’erc St, Mary' !e Bow, the 
church of the f^ous Bow bells broadcast by the B.B.C. 
almost all over the globe, and St. Bride's, Fleet Street, the 
newspapermen’s own. 

Sir Christopher's biggest task was the rebuilding of St. 
Paul’s Cathedral. His first plan was rather startling—-a 
circular edifice with sloping tiers of seats, but neither the 
King nor his brother, James, Duke of York, approved, and 
after several other schemes had been laid before them, that 
was futally chosen w'hich, translated into stone, now seems 
to dominate the whole City^ 

From 1675 to 1710 the diminutive figure of the great 
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architect was constantly to be seen watebing over the s!ow 
developjnent of d;e cathedral; and nor alwa)^ at ground 
level, either, for as Sarahs Duchess of Marlborough, scom^ 
fully remarked. Sir Christopher was ‘dialed up and down 
in a basket three or tour tinics a week ior ^200 a year\ 
Kijig Charles himself laid die base of the column on the west 
side of the nordr entrance to the new Royal Exchange. He 
arrived escorted by hetdedmms and trumpets and gave twenty 
pounds in gold to the workmen. When Wren was rebuild¬ 
ing St. Stephen^s^ Walbrook, the Chiirdiwardens gave twenty 
guineas to Ids wife to 'incuridg and hast' him in the work. 

London, like the greater part of England, was aggressively 
and anxiously Protestant. The Londoners welcomed with 
relief the passing of the Test Act in 1673, wliich prevented 
anyone not a member of die Anglican Church from holdhig 
any office of state- By this Act the Admiralty was deprived 
of one of the best administrators the Navy had ever had. 
Janies, Duke of York; but as a Roman Catholic he was 
hated and feared by the people. And he was the next heir 
to the throne. 

There now appeared upon the scene the two precious 
rascals named Titus Oates and Israel Tonge, Between them 
they had worked out a bright scheme by which they could 
destroy the whole Catholic community in England and at 
the same rime w'in substantial rew'ards for their pubhe- 
spirited conduct. Oates, a weird-looking creature with a 
huge flat foce, appeared before the Privy Council, and was 
keenly questioned by Charles, who at once saw through the 
imposture: but the public were quite ready to believe in a 
far-reaching Catholic plot to murder the King, massacre rlic 
Londoners, bum London again to the ground, impose the 
Pope’s authority at the point of the sword, and cscabUsh die 
Duke of York as King, If anyone doubted whether such 
people were capable of such wickedness they had only to go 


164 LONDON THIIODGH THE AGES 

and read for chemselves the inicriptioii on the Moniimcnt 
erected the year before to commemorate tlic Great Fire of 
1666. This said that the 'dreadful burning of this Protestant 
City had been begun and carried on by the treachery and 
malice of the Popish Bccion~in order to introduce Popery 
and slavery’. If once, why not twice? 

Titus Oates had sworn to the truth of his storj' before a 
London merchant and magistrate. Sir Edmund Berry 
Godfrey, a nervous, melancholy man. Five days later Sir 
Edmund’s body was discovered in a ditch on Primrose Hill, 
pierced by his own sword and with marks of strangulation 
round the neck. The real murderers were probably Oates 
and Tongc, who thus provided the necessary ‘evidence’ of 
their trustworthiness, 

London went mad. The body of Sir Edmund was paraded 
through the streets by the mobr medals were struck, some 
suggested by the supposed escape of the Kang, others by the 
undoubted death of poor Sir Edmund. Here you see the 
monarch w'alking peacefully along with his dog while a 
man with a gun takes aim at him from behind a tree; there 
you see the bead of the magistrate with rwo mysterious hands 
tightening a scarf round his throat. 

Ev'en the King could do Utde to protect—much less save 
—the innocent victims of this abominable plot. There was 
a reign of terror lasting nearly two years. To Charles, now 
secretly a member of the same faith, it must have been 
unspeakably painful; and also, considering that Parliament 
kept him very short of money, he must have grudged die 
pension of 1^480 a year awarded to Oates for his imaginary 
services to the CrowTi. But alone of all the Stuarts he under¬ 
stood the English people and knew' Just how ^ he dared 
resist their wdl. He did not, as he said, want to *go on his 
travels again'; so he put his scruples in his pocket and kept 
them there. 
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The Lonilon mob were devoted to the King’s son, tlic 
young Duke of Monmouth, whose mother, Lucy Walter, 
declared that she had been lawfully married to his father at 
Rotterdam in 1649. He was good-looking, he was a stout 
Protestant, and many Londoners were hotly in favour of 
Lord Shaftesbury’s endeavours to have him recognized as 
the next heir to the throne, passing over the luipopular Duke 
of York. When his lordship stood his trial for liigh treason 
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at the Old Bailey in 16S i, the populace surged into the court¬ 
room, howled down the Judges, and afterwards stoned the 
witnesses for die prosecution all the way along the Strand, 
When the jury, in deftance of the evidence, refused to con^ 
vict him, bonfires were kindled into which effigies of Popes, 
Cardinals and devils were flung, and any passer-by who would 
not drink Lord Shaftesbury’s health in wine might find 
hhnself forced to drink it in water-—from the gutter. 

After a time common sense returned, Oates ceased to 
seem a heroic figure. The King was better loved than ever. 
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Crowds watched him every day setting out on Ids morning 
walk, and he never failed to answer their blessings vnth a 
few gracious words, though he also strode along at such a 
pace that any claimants or petitioners for ro’jraJ favours were 
soon outstripped At the height of the Popish terror he had 
Stoutly defended the Queen against Oates’s monstrous 
charge that site was trying to poison the husband she dearly 
loved; and when in 1683 the man accused the Duke of York 
of treason, Charles felt that the time had come for action, 
A fine of ^100,000, which, of course, he could not pay, 
checked Oates’s career ajid landed him in prison. After the 
accession of James the Second he w^as rightly convicted of 
petjurj', and sentenced to be dogged, to stand in the pillory 
five times a year, and to be imprisoned for life. One does 
not hear of any Londoners arrempting to resene liim &om 
the pillory outside the Royal Exchange, or uttering any 
words of pity when he was whipped through the streets feom 
Aldgatc to Newgate. 

At the end of January, 1685, Londoners were crowding 
into the City churches at all hours of the day and on all days 
of the week to pray that King Charles might recover from 
the illness w'hich had bid him low. Better kings have 
seldom been loved so weD. For the past three or four years 
he had done what neither Plantagenet, nor Tudor, nor any 
other Stuart but himself had been able to do for long; he 
had governed the country witlrout a Parliament—an experi¬ 
ment whicli had cost his fether his crowm but which he carried 
out with astonishing success. His people realized now that 
he w'ished them well, and, in his own way, had served them 
wcU. When he died London lamented him bitterly. 

Although the new King’s religion was a matter for regret, 
he was known to be honest, active, and patriotic. He had 
two Protestant daughters, one married to a Dutch and one 
to a Danish Prince. AH his children by bis second wife. 
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Mary Beatrice of Modena, had died in in£mcy. So things 
went on tjuietly enough for a time. 

The Lord Mayor’s Show of 16S6 seems to have been 
planned with an eye to the new King’s well-known love of 
the sea; one of the huge, cumbersome chariots showed 
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Neptune seated on a dolphin and surrounded by mermaids 
and tritons. But the real temper of die City was revealed 
by the 6ct that the new Lord Mayor, Sirjobi Shorter, was 
a Dissenter; ‘a very odd, ignorant person’, commented Mr, 
Evelyn, With characteristic tactlessness James brought with 
him to the Guildhall banquet an Italian priest representing 
the Pope; and wi thin chose same ancient wails the Lords 
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Spirltiia] and Temporal would draw up a declaration of 
allegiance to tte King's Dutcli son-in-law only two years 
later. 

During those years the people of London were angered 
and alarmed by the sight of numerous priests and monks 
walking boldly in the streets where by a still nnrepcalcd law 
tlicy liad no right to be seen. The inscription on the Monu¬ 
ment, ascribing to the Cathohes the disaster it commemorated, 
was erased; and anyone who wished to see the sovereign at 
his devotions had his nose oflended by the fumes of incense 
and liis ears by the sound of Latin chants. None the less the 
nesvs of Monmouth's landing at Lyme Regis iu June, 1685, 
had been received with mbted feelings, (or his 'array' con¬ 
sisted of a rabble of miners and labourers who might con¬ 
fidently be eikpectcd to loot London, if they ever got there. 
In spite of the one-rime jxjpuJarity of the ‘Protestant Duke’, 
James’s stem suppression of die pitiful rebellion seems 10 
have contented the City "well enough. It was otlierwise when 
he began to reorganize the Army, to publish on his own 
authority' Declarations of Indulgence granting general 
liberty of conscience, and—another alarming dung—to 
show that by living within liis income he intended to make 
himself financially independent of Parliament. 

The first Declaration of Indulgence was received in the 
City with some degree of approval, for Dissenters as well 
as Roman Catholics svere included; but the second was 
another matter, and the London clergy almost to a man dis¬ 
obeyed the royal command that it should be read aloud fiom 
every pulpit. It was the same all over the country; ajtd when 
die Archbishop of Canterbury and six other Bishops inter¬ 
vened the King clapped them into the Tower to await their 
trial for 'sedirion and incitement to rebellion’. Two days 
later guns were thundering to announce the birth of a son 
to James and his Queen, a son who, if he survived, would 
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bar the way 10 the confidently-awaitetl Protestant succession* 

The trial of the Bisliops was held in Wcsmiinstcr Hall on 
June a9tK and it is an interesting &ct that the Jury was 
dra’WiTi not from London in particukr but from Middlesex 
in general. The result was a triumphant acquittal- As tlie 
stout-hearted prelates passed on their way from the Hall^ 
Londoners were knccHng to beg tlieir blessing, and that night 
the sky over the City was flickering with the light of bon- 
fires p while the bells of the City churches rang a merry peal. 

For some tune past Louis the Fourteenth of France had 
been w^aming his cousin James that William of Orange was 
massing troops and ships for an invasion of England. This 
warning die English King could hardly credit; but when 
seven English noblemen formally invited the Dutch Prince 
to come writh his Englkh-bom wfe and take possession of 
the throne, William was prepared for prompt acdon* 
Caring nothing for England, he cared much for his own 
cotintiy^ and English blood and gold %vouid soon be poured 
forth to aid Holland in her struggle against France. 

London soon learned that he had landed at Torbay; then 
tame the news that the King^s army had melted away on 
Salisbury Plain: and finally the King himself, haggard yet 
hopeful, appeared at Whitehall. His few remaining friends 
persuaded him first to send liis wife and baby son to France, 
and then to make arrangements to follow them* All was not 
lost while he was still aUve, but his anxiety to summon a 
Parliament met W'ith no encouragement in London. 

That James should flee was Dutch William's own wnsb. 
The presence of Ins &thcr-in-law in London w^as most 
awkivard. W^bo could cell how popular feeling might 
change? He was therefore much annoyed when a g^nig of 
priest-hunting Kentish fishermen boarded the small vessel 
upon which James was about to set sail and^ mistaking liis 
long> pale &ce for that of his hated Jesuit confessor. Father 
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Fctrc, brought him by force back to land. Such of the Privy 
Council as were sitting in London sent an escort to bring the 
fugitive home: and then the tiling happened which William 
and his friends most feared. The temper of the Londoners 
suddenly changed. ‘Gentlemen and citizens on iiorscback' 
streamed out to Blackheath to meet James, and when his 
coach came into view ‘two eminent merchants’^ rode up 
and begged him to continue his way through the City, 
instead of piocecdLiig by barge to Lambeth as had been 
intended. He must have thought he was dreaming when 
the people cheered and the bells rang. Many followed him 
as as Whitehall, even to the door of his bedroom, making 
it, as he said himself, ‘look more like a day of triumph than 
humiliatioii’. 

Dutch William having refused an invitation to come to 
London for a personal interview, on the plea that he could 
not enter the City while it contained any troops not under 
his command, the King hopefully suggested to the Common 
Council that he should place himself under its protection 
for the time being. But the Common Council declined to 
undertake a responsibility which it might not be able to 
fulfil. Sudden waves of popular emotion could not now 
check, much less change, the march of events. James agreed 
tliat Ills own Guards, whom he could no longer trust, should 
be replaced by Dutch troops, and their heavy tramp was 
heard in Whitehall as they took up their positions round 
the Palace. Next day he was curtly informed that ‘for the 
greater quiet of die City and the greater safety of his person’ 
he must remove himself thence by noon on the morrow. 
A few days later he was on his way to France. And so London 
got "what many Londoners had long desired—a Protestant 
King. Yellow ribbons blossomed on all sides. And in some 
buttonholes miniature wanning-pans appeared, to show 
that the wearer believed—or pretended to believe—the 
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ridiculous story that tlic royal baby liad been, an impostor 
introduced into the Palace hidden in that seventeenth-century 
equivalent of a hot-water bottle. 

The Lord Mayor and Aldermen, with fifty ocher citizens 
of London were invited to join members of both Houses at 
St. Jameses Palace to discuss with WilHam what should next 
be done. Bad weather delayed the return of Mary to her 
native England, so it was only Wiliiani who sat lisrciung 
silently and attentively to their deliberations—a meagre, 
sickly man, with the beak of a bird of prey, hi due course 
it was agreed that he and his wife should reign Jointly; but 
in the meantime the wildest scenes of destruction had 
occurred in and around the City, when the houses and 
property of many innocent people were burned and plun¬ 
dered merely because they were known—or suspected—to 
be of the same faith as the King whom the same multitude 
had been hailing with cheers not long before. 

Most of the mob w'ere, as a writer of the period put it, 
* villainous thieves and common rogues', but among them 
were London ’prentices who, not content with marching 
down the Strand ’with oranges upon dieir sticks', helped 
to loot the Spanish Ambassador s house, to rob a ’ widowed 
gentlewoman* of a trunk containing ^soo, and to perform 
many other violent deeds. Not until irreparable damage had 
been done were the Trained Bands called out to restore 
order; and then one of their marksmen, taking aim at a 
particularly noisy group of 'prendces, unluckily shot his 
own officer in die back. 


CHAPTER X 


Neiv Habits^ New Dreamsy 
New Ideas 

O NE day in the year 1659 a Londoner noted that 
[ there was now a Turkish drink to be sold in every 
street called Coflce, and another kind of drink called 
Tea, and also a drink called Chocolate—‘a very heart).' drink’. 

The first and third of these new-fangled beverages rapidly 
became so popular that special Coffee Houses and Chocolate 
Houses were opened, and throve exceedingly. Tea, less 
Uked at first, was drunk at home. 

An early Coffee House was the Rainbow in Heet Street, 
much patronized by the young barristers fi'om the Lins of 
Court. Local vintners, resenting competition, tried to have 
it dosed down, and neighbours objected to the constant 
smell of roasting co&c-becrics. But coffee had come to stay. 
'Now’, wrote one regretful rhymester, 

Naw^ alas, this Jfinlt kas credit g&c 
Aiid he's rto ^entieiHon that driiila it not. 

The new drinks were for a long time beyond the reach of the 
less prosperous Londoners. Good tea cost as much as fifty 
shiUings a pound, and chocolate and coffee almost as much. 
Early in the reign of William and Mary a certain John. 
Houghton was selling all three at his shop in Bartholomew 
Lane; also brandy, soap-balls, spectacles, onions, jointed 
dolls and a variety of other things. In addition he printed a 
weekly pamphlet for the benefit of curates, gardeners, 
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schoolnuwters and cookmaids seeking eniployment, one of 
the carlicsr examples of ihe 'smaD ad’ on record. 

The Coffee House was a convenient meetmg place for 
men of similar interests and occupations. Politicians and 
poets, lawyers and merchants each had their favourite haunts. 
The name of ‘Lloyds’, frnious througli the world as the 
centre of the marine insurance business, commemorates the 
Coffee House where in the last years of the seventeenth 
century people used to gather to discuss that business. Here 
is a typit^ day in the life of a London ddien in the year 1706. 

He rose at five; worked in his Counting House rill eight, 
then break^ted on toast and Cheshire cheese. After serving 
in his own shop for two hours, he went round to a neigh¬ 
bouring Coffee House for news; shop again undl he ‘dined’ 
at twelve noon in his residence over the shop, the principal 
dish being ‘a thundering joint’. At one o’clock he was to 
be seen, ‘on Change’, otherwise ‘at the Stock Exchange’; 
at three he w’ent to Lloyds, ‘on business’; back to the shop 
for an hour, then ‘for recreation' round to yet another 
Coffoe House. Thence he went to a tavern, drank a glass or 
two of sack with acquaintances, and so home to a light supper 
and early bed. He had doimed his night-cap and drawn the 
curtains of his ‘four-poster’ before the great bell of Bow 
Church tolled nine. The wives of these coffee-drinking 
merchants became more and more addicted to tea, in imita¬ 
tion of tall, handsome Queen Mary, her stout, amiable 
sister. Princess Anne, and all the noble ladies in the land. 
The East India Company imported not only tea and coffee 
but also delicate Chinese porcelain tea-pots, coffoe-pots, 
cups and saucers. When the Lotidon silversmiths added 
tea-spoons amd sugar-tongs, cream-jugs and sugat-basins, 
the tea-table became a very pretty sight indeed. 

Unfortunately the poorer part of the population had also 
discovered a new drink, cheap, indeed, but for ftoni whole- 
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some. Tills was the coarse gin known as ‘ Hollandswhich 
was exported in huge quantities from the Dutch distilleries 
with the full approval of Dutch William. 

Every London merchant no longer bved over liis office, 
warehouse or shop. Largely under pressure from their 
would-hc-modish womankind many of them were moving 
outwards to Soho and Bloomshury, where the fine new 
houses were scarcely touched by City grime. Nor did the 
'prentice lodge with bis master unless in the smaller and 
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humbler households. The lad of Tudor times, a sturdy, 
sometimes rowdy fellow, with his fiat woollen cap and his 
formidable wooden club, had vanished. Country gentle¬ 
men no longer sent their sons to seek tlieir fortune in the 
City, which may be the reason why in Georgian days the 
City Fathers were notorious for their imperfect table-manners. 
The traditional turtle-soup at the annual banquet was 
greedily, and no doubt noisily, ladled into die mouth, and 
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fingers were iised instead of forks when eating poultry" or 
game. What of the poor ’prentice boy who had now little 
hope of ever becoming a Lord Mayor? He was the starveling 
pauper child, handed over with a sum of to any employer 
wdlhng to take him off the hands of the Paii^, and his 
prospects of living to man’s estate wck not bright. 

Among the topics discussed in the Codec Houses during 
the years i693'-94 was the foundation of the Bankof£ngIand. 
Planned by a Scotsman to provide fonds for the Continental 
campaigns of a Dutchman, it was not at first conspicuously 
English. Parliament hesitated over granting the necessary 
Charter, and the City was hardly less doubtful. Some people 
said that it was a Dutch idea, and that they had *too many 
Dutch things already’' others feared it might make the Throne 
independent of Parliament. King William contributed 
^10,000: so did Queen Mary; and amoi^ the original sub¬ 
scribers were the Dutch-bom Court painter. Sir Godfrey 
Kneller, and that fine old sea-dog. Sir Cloudesley Shovel, 
whose ship was lost off the Sally Isles in 1707. 

It was not until 1724 tliat the Bank was established in 
Threadnecdle Street, near the Royal Exchange —2 site where 
it remains to this day. The original clerks, recruited feom 
among haherdashen, cheesemongers and menservants, re¬ 
ceived a commencing salary of ^50 1 year, and worked for 
twch^e or thirteen hours every day except Sunday. No 
special training or previous experience was demanded. The 
applicant liad to write a good hand and ‘cast up accounts'; 
the test he learned as he went along. 

Members of the Board sat on l^gc green cushions with 
bowls ofswcct-smelling flowers before them. The Chairman 
kept order with the aid of a hammer and a handbeU. 

After the death of Queen Mary in t(S94 Londoners saw 
less than ever of their Dutch King. The smoke and fog of 
the City were bad for his asthma, and he lived chiefly at 
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Hampton Court, wKere he added a whole new wing in the 
style of Versailles, and Kensington, when he built himself 
a palace in the Dutch maimer. London did not love liim. 
Too much English blood was being shed, too much English 
gold was being spent in the intenninahlc wars between 
Holland and France. But w'hen after die death of James the 
Second, the French king, Louis the Fourteenth, acknowledged 
the young Prince of Wales as ‘James the Third', die temper 
of England changed. She did not want a haltltalian Roman 
Catholic king; and long after King William had been laid 
beside his faithful Queen in the Stuart vault at Westminster 
prayers ivcre offered up that their successor. Queen Anne, 
might be a joyful mother of children, A mother she had 
been, many rimes, but only once a joyful mother, and then 
her joy soon turned to mourning, for William, Duke of 
Gloucester, her only child to survive babyhood, followed 
his htcle brothers and sisters into that vault in 1700, at the 
early age of eleven. 

A year later the succession was settled by Act of Parlia¬ 
ment upon the Electress Sophia of Hanover, granddaughter 
of James the First and Sixth, and lier descendants. 

Londoners were fond of Queen Anne and did not dislike 
her plain, homely consort. Prince George of Denmark. Tliey 
knew diat she was good, if not clever. Lame and unwieldy 
though she was, they liked to sec her tarried into St. Paul's 
Cathedral in a sort of open sedan chair to rejider thanks to 
God for the great victories won against Louis the Fourteenth 
by the first English General of supreme niilitar)' genius, 
John Churchill, Duke of Marlborough, Blenheim, Raniillics, 
Oudenarde, MaJplat^uct. The merchants in the Cofice 
Houses rolled these outlandish names upon their tongues 
with growing satisfaction. 

The cobbled streets were noisier than ever, for more 
wheeled vehicles were used, coaches richly painted and gilded. 
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datccring hackiiey-coachcs, ihimdcriiig drays. Hawkers, 
men, women and children, cried their wares at the top of 
their voices—-‘lily-white vinegar*, tame birds, water &otn 
the New River, parsnips, cherries, oysters, eels, sealing-wax, 
mops and brooms, posies of country' flowers, ‘delicate cow- 
cumbers’. It will be remembered that the parents of Sally 
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Bnlifli Museum 

who lived ‘in our Alley* were street-traders, one selling 
cabbage-nets and the other 

lates htig to such at care to Im/ 'em. 

Foot passengers hugged the wall in wet weather to avoid 
the spurts of mud thrown up by the passing traHic. Your 
only hope was to bail a coach or a chairman. Dean Swift 
in his famous description of a City shower suggests chat a 
young lawyer &om the Temple might sometimes to save bis 
Bicc pretend to hail a coach he could not really afford to Itire. 
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To shops in crowds the draggled fcinates Jiy, 

Pretend to cheapen goods but nothing (My. 

The Tanplar spruce while every spoiit*s abroach 
Stays till ’tis fair hut sems to call a coach. 

Tite tucked-up sempstress walks with hasty strides 
While streanu roll down Iter oiled umbrella's sides. 

Here various kinds by various fortunes led 
Couonaice acqiutintanee underjieatfi o shed. 

Triumphant Tories and desponding Whigs 
Forget their feuds artd join to save their wigs. 

At that time only women carried umbrellas. A man named 
Jonas Hanway who was a baby when Queen Anne died 
w'ould be laughed at some forty years later when he boldly 
appeared in the streets of London sheltering his three- 
comcred hat under one of these despised objects. 

It is to John Gay, the author of the Beggars Opera, that we 
owe many of the most vivid pictures of London under Queen 
Anne and George the First. With him we can walk through 
die noisy City, sec the signboards swinging, combs and 
stockings dangling on strings outside shops, maids twirling 
mops out of windows, bulls being led to the bull-ring, 
fiddlers and drummers collecting outside any house where a 
svedding feast is in progress. 

It was perilous to stir abroad alone on a moonless night, 
even though householders were compelled on such nights 
to hang out candles in lanthonis until ii p.m. Footpads, 
known as 'Mohocks\ were always on. the prowl, and a 
prudent straggler, especially if he knew himself to be not 
quite sober, would engage a link-boy to escort him home. 
Outside many old houses in London you may still sec the 
heavy iron extinguishers in which links were quenched. 
Oil lamps were not set up in rhe streets till 17^6, and 
gas-lighdng was not introduced undl 1807, Against the 
* Mo hocks* the old night-watchmen, fomiliarly called 
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'Charlies*, could do very little, and, indeed, did not try to 
do much, 

when it became clear that poor, good Queen Aiinc*s life 
was drawing to a close the City was shaken wdth rumours 
and honeycombed with plots. Nobody knew better than 
she that the rightful heir to dte throne was her half^>rodier, 
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called by the Jacobites ‘James the Third’; but she could do 
little to right tlic wrong done in 1688, and when she died 
the pro-Hanoverian part)- hastened to proclaim George, 
Elector of Hanover, as King George the First of England. 
But for thb haste the whole course of English history would 
have been different. 

Soon crowds assembled to see—if not to salute—their new 
King, a swarthy, unsmiling man who could speak no word 
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of English. With Iiim he brought two Gcrnwu laditrs, one 
so tall that the Londoners dubbed her *the Maypole^ and 
one so stout that she was unkindly called 'due Elephant’. 
His Queen, the unhappy Sophia Dorothea of Zell, he kept 
captive in the lonely fortress of AhJden, Of these things the 
citizens did not approve. When they gathered hoomg and 
hid ing round ‘the Maypole’s great gilded coach she shouted 
in her heavy German accent. 'But we only kom for all 
your coots,’ meaning 'for the good of you all’. ‘Yes,’ 
called out a quick-witted Cockney, ‘All our goods—and 
our chattels, too!' 

The new Royal Family attended a service of thanksgiving 
iiv St, Paul’s. Wren’s cathedral w'as practically complete 
and the architect, now e^hty-sbe years of age, had naturally 
expected to receive some marks of honour foom the House 
of Hanover. Far foom it. Without a w^ord of apology or 
explanation, he was dismissed foom the post of Surveyor of 
Pubhe Works which he had held for forty-nine years and 
was quire fit to hold a little longer. Once a year until his 
death in 1723 the tiny wizened old gentleman in tlic large 
unfashionable wig was brought up to London by easy stages 
so that he might look once more upon the great dome, the 
stately arches and the lofty columns created by his genius. 
Having looked, he went quietly back to his house at Hamp¬ 
ton, then a comparatively remote and rural retreat. 

when George the First paid his first state visit to the City 
the Lady Mayoress, wife of Sir William Humphre)^ coii- 
fidendy expected that he would kiss her clieek, a custom 
observed by Charles the Second and James the Second, and 
even by William the Third, but allowed to lapse under Queen 
Anne, She appeared in a long-trained gown of rich black 
velvet, canying an enormous bouquet of flowers and followed 
by two small pages. When she perceived that neither dte 
King, nor his dumpy, red-cheeked son, the Prince of Wales, 
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nor his stately daiightcr-in-kw, Caroline of Anspach, would 
bestow tile traditional kiss, she swept angrily away, shoudng 
to one page to hold up her train and to the other to cany her 
‘bucket’ for her. 

There was a great flutter in London when news came in 
December, 171 that James Francis Edward, the Stuart 
claimant to the throne, had landed in Scotland, and that a 
number of Jacobite noblemen were rallying round him, but 
the rising fizzled out, and in January, l yKi, six of these 
noblemen were tried for High Treason in Westminster Hall. 
As many Londoners as could squeeze into the Hall watched 
the proceedings, and many more gathered on Tower Hill 
to see sentence of death executed upon Lord Derwentwater 
and Lord Kenmare. Two nights before, some loiterer near 
the Tower must have passed a closcly-muffied 'woman' 
stealing away in the darknesiS but nobody guessed that ‘she* 
was a third Scottish Lord, Lord Kithsdalc, whom his heroic 
wife had smuggled out of his dungeon in disguise. 

Persons about to be publicly beheaded usually wore the 
deepest mouming upon that occasion. Just b<^re laying 
his head on the block Lord Kenmare observed, ‘I had so 
little thought of dying so soon I have not provided a black 
suit. I am sorry for this. 1 might otherwise have died with 
more decency.* The aowd heard these words; they heard 
him pray aloud for his 'rightful sovereign, King James*; 
and they saw him give a handful of golden guineas to the 
cxocutioneT. 

There was no public sympathy with the cause for which 
these Scots had risked their lives and all they possessed, but 
with them personally there was a great deal. Four of the six 
were reprieved, but the City of London did not welcome 
the Venetian Ambassador’s sugg^don that any Jacobit« 
w illing to fight for Venice against the Turks should be 
allow^ to go and do so. Trade between London and Turkey 
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had never been more flourishing; and did not the best coffee 
come &om the Levant? 

The l^nglkh government remained uneasy; and when, on 
May 29tb, the anniversary of Charles the Second’s joyful 
Restoradon, certain soldiers observed the old custom of 
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wearing sprigs of oak^* two of tbem were flogged almost to 
death in Hyde Park. 

From the point of vieAv of the City the outstanding chapter 
in the roign of George the First was die financial crash known 
as the South Sea Bubble. It began in Queen Anne s rimcp 
when the ill-&ted Mksissipi Company vras at the peak of 
its prosperity in France, In 1711 the South Sea Company 

1 In mmicicy otlhK tret at BowImI whm dilr Kingtud &Pin hii foo. 
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was fbciticd, with a capital of ten. million pomids invested 
in Govemment stock. To this company was later assigned 
the privilege, granted by Spam under the Treaty of Utrecht, 
of sending one merchantman each year to the Spanish 
possessions in Centra! and South America, and of supplying 
A&ican slaves to the settlers there. At first all went well — 
too well. The price of shares soared. Speculators invested 
every penny upon which they could lay their hands, and not 
even the outbreak of war with Spain in 1718 daunted them. 
In January, lyao, Parlianient agre^ chat the Company should 
take over the whole of the National Debt (^10,000,000) 
on being guaranteed 5 per cent a year for a term of seven 
and a half years, A wild scramble followed. Great ladies 
sold their jewels, great lords mortgaged their estates, rich 
merchants turned didr securities into cash, Jew and Gentile, 
wise and foolish, all drugged by the same wild dream, crowded 
into * Change Alley’ and bought up every share. 

At the beginning of August, 1720, the Bubble was glowing 
over London like a huge, rainbow-tinted moon. Stock stood 
at the impossible figure of 1,000 per cejit. The King himself 
was said to love the South Sea Company as much as he loved 
the Duchess of Kendal, otherwise Madame de Schulenberg, 
otherwise ‘the Maypole’, one of his two hated German 
fiivouritcs. The poet Gay, having been given some shares, 
refused to sell out, even though a sensible friend urged him 
to sell at least enough to obtain an income of ^too a year 
and thus make hintself sure of a ’clean shirt and a leg of 
mutton every day'. 

There was one man of letters who escaped the fever. This 
was Dean Swift, who wrote, 

Tiiere is a gulf where thusandsfelt. 

Here all the beU advenntrers came; 

A n3TTffw sound, though deep as fxii, 

^Change Alley is the dreadjui natne. 
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SubscTibiTS here by :}wuiands jioat, 

Attd j&stle oiti’ anotlier dotitt. 

Each paJJling in hU leaky boat, 

AitJ here they Jish for gold—and droufit. 

The headquarters of the Company were at South Sea 
Home, an imposing building on the comer of Threadneedlc 
Street and Bishopsgate Street. Nearly a hundred years later 
Charles Lamb described it standing derelict. Great maps of 
Mexico and Peru hung dusty and cracking on the discoloured 
walls; £rc-buckct3 were still ranged in rows as they had been 
when fire would have been a great danger to the supposedly 
valuable documctiis in the vaults below-—documents wliich 
did not even exist. 

In July, 1720, the Mississipi scheme crashed. Two mondis 
later South Sea shares had lost half their value and were still 
filing. The directors of the Bank of England, who bad 
never approved of either wild enterprise, shook their full- 
bottomed wigs gloomily. In December, when panic was 
rising even fester than the shares fell. Parliament ordered a 
full Invesdgadon. FolUes, irregularities, and worse things 
came to light. It was found that the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer and other Government officials had accepted 
bribes. The Treasurer of tltc Company and several of the 
directors fled, ft was also found that the vaults beneath 
South Sea House were not, after all, stuHcd with securities. 
And so the Bubble burst, leaving a wide area of ruin and 
despair. 

Some of the diiccton were compelled to forfeit all their 
profits for the relief of those most hardly hit; some of 
the shareholders. Sir Robert Walpole the Prime Minister 
among them, had deveriy sold out in tinre, and were the 
richer for the rest of their lives. The country as a whole wa.« 
poorer for many years, but England was more Ibrtunam 
than France, where the havoc caused by the collapse of the 


WAR FEV£R IS 5 

Mississipi scheme marked a long step towards the Rcvolu- 
cioji. 

London was, however, in no chastened mood. Sir 
Robertas padjfic policy did not chime with her aggressive 
attitude, which was reinforced when it became known that 
these hated Spaniards had tom oft the ear of a Jamaica skipper 
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named Jenkins. Popular clamour forced die Government 
to embark upon what came to be known as the War of 
Jenkins’ Ear. BeU-ringing and bonfires greeted the news, 
’They arc ringing their bells now/ remarked the Prune 
Minister, grimly. ‘Presently they wili be wringing their 
hands/ 

Then in 1742 Londoners had anodier war to discuss when 
they met in taverns and Coifee Houses or on ’Change. This 
was the War of the Austrian Succession, wliicli George the 
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Second regarded as threatening the seenriry of his dormnions 
in. Hanover. The King hiinseif led his Anglo-German forces 
to victory at the Battle of Dertingen a year later, but the 
London steeples were not often shaken by joyful peals during 
the years that followed. * Our army ’, wrote Horace Walpole. 
Sir Robert’s elegant youngest son, Vis running away—all 
that is left of it to run. * 

Ten days after that lener was written, young Charles 
Edward whom the Jacobites called the ‘Prince of Wales’ 
landed on the island of Eriskay to claim the crown for his 
ftttker whom they called ‘James the Third . 

At first London heard this news with surprise—even with 
amusement. Nobody was akrmed, France was too busy 
with the War of the Austrian Succession to make this 
romantic escapade an excuse for a large-scale attack on her 
old enemy. England. She lent a fiigatc to carry the young 
Prince to Eriskay i more she w'ould not do. 

Horace Walpole, snug in hb httlc red brick house in 
Albemarle Street, Piccadilly, was inclined to mock at ‘the 
Boy’, as he called him. Then word came that the Highland 
clam were furbishing up their antiquated swords atid shields 
and flocking to enroll themselves under the standard which 
Charles Edward had set up in Glen Finnan. The supposed 
‘savages' proceeded to capture Edinburgh and though the 
Fn gli<h red-coats Still held out on the Castle Rock, the Prince 
held feast in his ancestors’ Palace of Holyrood, and his badge, 
the w hite cockade, was to be seen on all sides. 

There followed the defeat of the English General, Sir 
John Cope, at Prestonpans, and the road to the south scented 
to lie open. Mr. Walpole was then by no means the only 
Londoner to get into a fearful flutter. It seemed as if diere 
would be a run on the Bank of England, 6om which nervous 
persons were withdrawing their deposits; but a number of 
merchants met at Garraway's Coffee House and promised 
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to give the Bank their support. Tliey also opened a sub¬ 
scription list to raise troops, some individuaj contributions 
amounting to as much as ^(^2,000. Household troops, 
cavalry and infantry were encamped in Hyde Park, where 
bugle-calls, the shrill whinnyiirg of horses and the steady 
thud of marching feet were soon to be heard. The Xing 
hurried back &om Hanover. His son, Ernest, Duke of 
Cumberland, still smarting fiom his defeat by the French 
at the Battle of Fontenoy, was despatched nortliwaid to 
put down the rebellion with the greatest severity possible. 

Conflicting rumours ran hke wildfire through the City 
while the young Prince Charles continued his march south 
undl he reached Derby. Mr. Walpole accused the English 
Government of * wet-browr-papemcss\ and declared that he 
personally would ‘ wonderfully dislike being a loyal sufTcrer 
in a threadbare coat and shivering in an antenrhamber at 
Hanover’. The Duke of Newcastle, then at the head of the 
‘w'et-brown-paper’ Cabinet, was said to have shut himself 
up for a whole day at his house^ in Lincoln's Inn Fields con¬ 
sidering w'hether he should stick to King George or change 
sides and go over to King James. There really was a run on 
the Bank, W'hich might have had to close down if someone 
had not thought of a clever plan of paying out in sixpences. 

The danger of a Stuart Restoration had never been great 
and was very soon over. London hcL&ies rocked when early 
in the year 1746 news came that Cumberland had re-captured 
Carlisle; four months later the discipline, experience and 
superior armament of the Anglo-German army proved too 
much for the desperate valour of men badly eijuipped and 
practically untrained. Gorgeous fireworks blazed and 
quivered in Hyde Park when Loudon celebrated the defeat 
of young Charles at Cullodcn; George Frederick Handel 
composed a triumphal oracar)o, /udii5 Mecrefurciis; and it was 

^ Still ituidm^; Da lll£ wot side of tJ» Firlds, 
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decided to bestow the name of tlic 'Cumberland Gate' upon 
the Rcw gate recently opened into Hyde Park near the cxccu^ 
tion place at TyburiL 

It was, however, the Londoners who dubbed the victorious 
Duke ‘Butcher' Cumberland when they heard accounts of 
his ruchlessness to the defeated after CuHodcn. The English 
Government, having oilcred a reward of ^{‘30,000 for the 
capture of‘Bonnie Prince Charlie’, dead or alive, confidently 
expected that some hungry Scot would soon daiin that 
dazzling sum. It was never claimed. The Prince, after 
hiding undiscovered and mibetrayed among the poorest of 
his own Scottish folk, escaped to France. Tradition says that 
he returned to England in secret niore than once benveen 
1730 and 1760. The muffled-up ‘woman’ who snatched up 
the glove from the floor of Westminster Hall after the 
traditional challenge had been uttered in defence of George 
the Third’s rights may perhaps have been ‘Charles the Third’ 
in disgmse. Tlie Chur^ of Sc. Mary-lc-Strand, then as now 
a narrow island in a roaring river of traffic, is said to have 
been the scene of his formal reception into the Church of 
England—a change which had no influence either upon liis 
life or his luck. 

In Westminster Hail, draped in dieir honour with scarlet 
doth, a group of Jacobite lords stood their trial for High 
Treason. In was 1715 over again. This time it was Lord 
Kihnamoch instead of Lord Derwentwatcr whose good 
looks won pity for him. A sentimental lady vowed that 
she had made herself ‘as yellow as a jonquil' grieving for 
him. But it was gcuifi jocular, indomitable Lord Balmcrino 
who won the heaits of the London mob. On his way back 
from Westminster to the Tower for execution the crowd 
gathered at Charing Cross saw him stop the coach and buy 
from a street hawker what they would have called ‘goose¬ 
berries' but he called 'honey-blobs’. 



‘a penny a peep’ 
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A few dip Utcr Mr. Walpole passed with a slight shudder 
beneath Temple Bar^ where the heads of the Jacobite lords 
were stuck up on poles to blacken and wither in the smoky 
London air. 5 py<^la^cs could be hired by the curious for 
a penny a peep. 

In the 1780’s there often rolled eastward through tlie 
central arch a stately coach in which sat a little red-h aired 
boy. It was Francis, Viscount Yarmouth (later Marquis of 
Hertford) on his way to watch the two giants striJdng the 
hour with their duhs on the dock-bell outside St, Dunstan’s. 
They were his delight. He often said that when he grew to 
be a man he would buy them for his very own. In 1830 the 
churchwardens sold by auction what they regarded as a lot 
of old junk, and a raffish-looking, ginger-whiskered per¬ 
sonage then bought the clock and the giants for It 

was, of course. Lord Hertford. He set up the clock b the 
garden of his Regent’s Park villa, where for many years the 
giants beat out the hours of his far-from-admitablc life. 
Now they are back m Fleet Street, where he had loved to 
watch them long ago, when George the Third was King and 
Temple Bar still spanned the roaring street. 


CHAPTER Xi 


A City both Grim and Gay 

T he day of die illiistrarcd newspaper and die strip- 
cartoon was sdll ^ distant when George die Second 
sat on the throne, but anyone calling at a certain 
house in Leicester Fields could then buy for the modest sum 
of one ^hiUm g sets of twelve prints each telling a complete 
stor>'* The house was that of William Hogarth, painter and 
engraver, and the background of his pictures was almost 
invariably London. Among his most popular sequences was 
one showing die difference in character and fortune between 
two apprentices, Francis Gooddiild and Tom Idle. Francis 
marries his master's daughter, is taken into paitncrshipi and 
prospers mighdIyjTom, after many misdeeds, is seen packed 
off to Newgate on a charge of murder. And, finally, the 
virtuous Francis becomes Lord Mayor of London, 

Within die City he would walk before all other subjects 
of the Crown, even the Princes of the Blood Royal; he was 
chief magistrate of the City, perpetual coroner of London and 
Southwark, conservator of the River Thames and Medway, 
Chief Butler of England. The Lord Mayor of our own dniM 
holds all these offices. No troops may march through 
London without his leave; the secret pass-word of the Tower 
sentries is communicated to him cvety night; he is at on^ 
informed when a sovereign dies, he is Chict Ofiiccr ot die 
realm until a new one is proclaimed, and he attends the £u« 
Priv>^ Council of each reign. When a reigning monarch 
visite the City the Lord Mayor meets him outside the Uw 
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SPlBNDOUlf AND HOREOa AT TEMPLE BAS Ipl 

Courts and proffers the City sword, which is lightly touched 
by a royal handi and it is here that a crimson cord marks 
the City botmdary when heralds come to proclaim at the 
Mansion House ajid the Ro^'ol Exchange the opening of 
yet another reign. Old Temple Bar, designed by Wren and 



Hogarth's Indttstrioiis Apprentice at Church 

ihe ' lix nowJaigaJkrkSf ttte 0^ 

wiih hr burtrh af keyt at /wr sitkj &n tts peg 


erected in 1672, was taken down in 1S7S and removed, 
piece by piece, to Theobald’s Park; through its archway the 
rich tide of London life rolled for more than two centuries 
and as late as 1822 a man was ahve who could remember 
seeing the ghastly heads of ciinimais (or alleged CTiminals) 
stuck upon poles over the top. 

Even aiier the slow spread of education had removed 
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niaiiy absurd belief many people wlio ought to have known 
better were easily thrown into a panic, hi 1750, for example, 
a slight earth-tremor occurred in London; a month later a 
second tremor set bells jangling and crocker)-^ clasliingt and 
after that thousands of foolish folk were convinced that only 
one more month -would pass before the w’hole City was laid 
in ruins, Families who owned carriages streamed westward 
in a long procession; those who had none encamped in the 
parks until the scare gradually died dowTi; and for one person 
who, like Horace Walpole, laughed at the whole thing, there 
were multitudes who trcmhlcd and believed. 

A far more real peril was the pesrilcncc knowni as gaol 
fever of which the Lord Mayor, two Judges and several 
members of the Jury died after a trial during the same spring 
season. It is as a preventive of tins no-longer-exisdiig scourge 
that Judges soil carry bouquets on certain occasions, and a 
sw'eet-smclling posy h always set before the Judge who 
opens the law term at the Old Bailey. 

JBctwecn 1751 and 1759 London merchants were anxiously 
watcliing the Huctuacions of the W'ars raging between England 
and France in fodia and in America. Upon the outcome of 
those wars the prosperity of the City and of the w'hole realm 
would necessarily depend. With diaractcristic shrewdness 
they w^cre quick to realize that a certain energetic ex 4 I]avalty'- 
oflEccr, William Pitt by name, who became Secretary of State 
in 1756 was the man best fitted to bring things to the right 
conclusion. They showed their confidence in him by making 
him a Frccntan at once, without waiting for liim to prove his 
mettle; and he had to promise at his installation that he would 
‘ pay his scot ajtd bear his lot*—the * scot’ being a tribute or tax, 
ajid the 'lot' that share assigned to atiy particular holder of the 
Freedom of the Cit}^ T-wo years later the sky over London 
was flickering with fireworks to celebrate victories by land 
and sea in A&ica and India, in Canada, and on the Rliinc, 


A POSY FOB A HIGHWAYMAN IpB 

Some of the siglits whichi Londoners crowded to see were 
violent and cruel—the hangings at Tybum, for example, 
and tlie grim procession &oni Newgate along what is now 
Oxford Street, when the prison chaplain sat in the cart with 
the condemned man, an empti^' cofBn at their feet, and the 
mob showed neither pity nor horror, only a noisy, gaping 
cuiiosity- In 1760 they saw Earl Ferrers hanged for the 
murder of his steward, All Europe marvelled, for in no 
other country would a man of his rank Iiave been condemned 
to death for killing a person of low degree. 

The parish clerk of St. Sepulchres Church, Holbom, used 
to ring a bell (still preserved m the church) and redtc a set 
of doggerel verses outside the condemned cell on the eve 
of an execution. At Sc. Sepulchre's porch the wagon would 
halt so that the criminal might receive a posy of dowers, 
which he stuck in his buttonhole, and drink a cup of wine, 
which he tossed off with a defiant laugh. One of the last 
occasions when this old custom was observed was in i 774 i 
at the execution of the famous highwayman. Jack Rann, 
nicknamed * Sixteen-String Jack' from the bunches of many- 
coloured ribbons he wore at his knees. After a long career 
of crime he was hanged for stealing a watch and eighteen- 
pence ffom a clergyman. 

When George die Third succeeded to the clirone in 1760 
London was able for the first time since 16S5 to acclaim a 
King who was stoutly British in speech and feeling, whatever 
he may have been in blood. It -was whai attending his 
marriage to Charlotte of Mecklcnburg-Strcliu that tlic 
members of the Common Council first wore robes of the 
fine colour called mazarine blue. They may not have 
realized that their predecessors wore blue gowns when they 
greeted Margaret of Anjou in I 445 ) but diey miglit have 
been interested to know that their successors in the twentieth 
century would wear gowns of that hue. 
o 
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Tlac City Fathers had now formed the habit of expressing 
their opinions on niatters unconnected with the Governance 
of the City, and of conveying such opinions to the tGng, 
often personally and always in a most dictatorial tone, 
George the Third did not like this at all. "With rebellions 
and revolutions breaking out on all sides, he would have 
preferred not to be reminded of the ‘glorious and necessary* 
Revolution of 1688 to which he owed his throne; and the 
fact that the City Fathers supported the American colonies 
during the War of Independence displeased him even more. 
His £icc grew redder than ever, and his stammer became 
more pronounced, when irrepressible Lord Mayors like 
William Beckfbrd and John Wilkes lectured him boldly on 
his duties and responsihilides. 

The subject of Bcckford's expostulation was the fact diat 
though John Wilkes had been four times elected M.P, for 
Middlesex, each election was declared void, Wilkes had 
been imprisoned in the Tower for attacking the Government 
in his weekly North Bn ton, but the Lord Chief Justice, on the 
grounds that he was a Member of Parhametit, ordered his 
release. ‘Wilkes and Liberty]' cried die London mob with 
enthusiasm. Even his violent squint found apologists. One 
woman was heard to remark that Mr. Wilkes ‘certainly did 
squint’, to which another replied, ‘No more than an honest 
man should!' Not for tivelve years was he allowed to take 
his seat in the House of Commons, but in the meantime he 
had grown comparatively tame. The ex-rebel svas even 
elected Lord Mayor and, later, City Chambeilain. No 
crowds gathered when he walked abroad wearing the uni¬ 
form of a Colonel of Mdida, scarlet and huff, with a large 
cocked hat and high boots. 

His personal charm must have been almost irrcsisdblc, for 
it overcame the prejudice of that great Londoner and good 
man. Dr, Samuel Johnson, who disliked Wilkes's public 


SAMUEL JOHNSON, LOVER OF LONDON iQj 

acdvidcs and Iiis private character with equal vigour, and 
yet who observed tolerantly on one occasion, 'Jack has a 
great variety of talk^ Jack is a scholar; Jack has the niaimcrs 
of a gentleman. ... I would rather do Jack a kindness than 
not’. 

It is a litde curious to see Dr. Johnson setting himself up 
as a Judge of manners, for his own were proverbially odd 
and mteouth. Though not a Londoner bom, no man ever 
loved London better than this growling philosopher so often 
to be seen lumbering along his beloved Fleet Street, wearing 
dusc^' raiment and a rusty old wig, and touching each lamp- 
post as he went by. He once observed that a nun who was 
tired of London was dred of life; also that be thought the 
full tide of existence was at Charing Cross. On Sunday he 
would put on dean linen wd a better wig, and go to church 
at St. Clement Danes. He would certainly have agreed with 
the fashionable gentleman who preferred the smell of a 
flambeau in die playhouse to the scenes of a country evening 
in May. 

The tour prindpal playhouses, Drury Lane, Co vent 
Garden, die Hay market and His Majesty's, must have smelt 
strongly of these flambeaux; also of oranges, lamp-oil, liair- 
powder and humanity. Dr. Johnson's fnend, David Garrick, 
was the brightest star in the theatrical sky—a ruddy-Eced 
little fellow with blazing dark eyes, who could make people 
laugh or shiver as he pleased. Of course, he acted Macbeth, 
RicharJ the Third and Hawkt in die costume of his own day, 
powdered wig, bee ruffles, buckled shoes, fuU-skirted 
brocade coat; but everyone took it for granted that he would. 

Sometimes playgoers might be entertained by other 
‘comics’ than diose actually on the stage. For example. Dr. 
Johnson’s biographer James BoswcU reJates how one evening, 
siccing with a serious Scottish parson-poet. Dr, Hugh Blair, 
in the pit of Drury Lane, he was sudcbnly seized with a wild 
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&eak of youthful cxtravagancct and began to imitate the 
losing of a cow, 

‘The universal cry of the gallcrtcs was*, he writes, “Encore 
the cow! Encore the cow!” In the pride of my heart I 
attempted imitations of some other animals with very inferior 
eflect. My reverend &icnd, anxious for my fame, with an 



David Garrick as Macbeth 


Like tdl fke attoif of the ft'mcj he pleiyed Shakeepeaftan patis in 
tighieeftth^etntuTY wstume 

Ffem a (offtempefary pfint 

air of the utmost earnestness and gravity, addressed me thus; 
“My dear Sir, I would confine myself to the oow!** 

As early as the reign of Queen Anne, and for a long time 
after, the purveyon of choice snuff and tobacco were &e-* 
qiicndy Scotsmen, and this fact w'as indicated in their trade 
cards and on their signboards. After 'the *45’ England made 
it a penal ofi^ce for any Scot to wear the kilr, hut when diis 
outrageous law was repealed in 1782 images of kilted High¬ 
landers with snuff-boxes in their hands soon began to appear 
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Hogarth's 'Lattglting Audkfice* 
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oucside tJie tobacconists' ajvd snnff^sellccs^ shops. There are 
several of tliesc to be seen in t!ie London Museum and 
anotlicr, ajfecdonately known as ‘Phineas’, is still every year 
the centre of a lively rag * between the students of University 
College and King^s College, 
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In xbe year 1741 there was openetl in London the first 
refuge ever provided in Ei^Iand for ‘foundlings —the 
utiibrcunatc i nfan ts found abandoned, somedmes dying, in 
the streets. The sight of these poor waifi troubled the heart 
of Captfin Thomas Coram, master mariner and shipwright, 
and for seventeen years he pursued his noble aim until in 
1747 the great Foundling Hospital, giving shelter to six 
h undied children, was opened in Bloo msbury, Royal patrons 
and fiunous people rallied round. To the Chapel Handel 
presented a fee organ, upon which he often used to play, 
and to the Hospital he handed over the original score of his 
oratorio, Vic Messiah. Hogarth, Gainsborough and other 
well-known painters, cither gave their pictures to be raffled 
or lent tlicm for exhibition in aid of the good work . In one 
of these exhihidons lay the germ of the Royal Academy, 

In 1926 the Governors decided to pull down the old build¬ 
ings, sell the now immensely valuable site, and move the 
schooh to the country. 

Scenes as wnld as any in London’s far-from-peaceftj history 
were witnessed in June, 1780, when Lord George Gordon, 
a tall, thin, haJficrazy Scotsman with long red hair, raised 
the cry of No Popery and headed an unruly procession to 
Westminster, to demand the repeal of the Act removing 
certain handicaps from English Roman Catholics. How 
many of his followers had any idea w'hat it was all about? 
Probably very few. But for five days and nights London 
was full of the crackle and glare of fiames and the crash of 
broken windows. Nervous persons covered themselves with 
blue ribbons to proclaim that they were * true blue’ Protestants, 
Horace Walpole decked hintselfwith such ribbons until, as he 
said, he ‘ looked like a May Day garland’; he also had his front 
door lined with plates of iron. Other perturbed Londoners 
chalked the words No Popery on die walls of their houses. 

^ It ti nO-w kiWWtl M the CcruTi FoutidiEiAm CHEdren. 
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Ai last the soldiers were cille<l out; but, as their first 
instrucrions sverc that they should not fire on the people, 
red coats could do little against blue cockades. The chapels 
of foreign embassies were wrecked and plundered; the houses 
of blameless Catholics were burned to the ground—and not 
the houses of Catholics only. Because Lord Ms^field w^as 
regarded as being lukewarm in tlie ‘good cause', his house 
in Bloomsbury Square was reduced to ashes, and his price¬ 
less coUccdon of boob and papers destroyed. 

It seemed as if botli the ^vermnent and the City were 
paralysed. In spite of its massive ancient walls, Newgate 
Prison was patrially burned, and many of the prisoners sc: 
fi^ec. Presently of ^ the prisons in London only that in the 
Poidtry srill stood intact. Desperate characters, suddenly 
set fiiee, mingled with the yelling throng. In vain the officer 
commanding the troops tried to arouse the magistrates to a 
sense of their duty. Tlie Lord Mayor tremblingly refused 
to Cake any steps for the protection of life and property, and 
so the horrible nightmare went on. 

Then the Pci\7 Council met, and resolved that what the 
City would not do must be done without the City s authority. 
The King issued a Proclamation to his loyal subjects. At last 
more troops arrived—the Guards, whose very name struck fear. 
This rime they had orders to fire. Tlicy closed in on all 
sides and as die rattle of niusketr>^ grew louder the shouts 
of the rioters and the crackle of the flames sank down. 
Thirteen years later Lord George Gordon died in Newgate, 
the grim prison winch he and his crazy partisans had tried 
to bum to ashes. His long beard proclaimed, in an age when 
no Clirisdan wore a beard of any leng th at all, that he had 
become a practising member of the Jewish faith. 

As die eightocndi century moved on its way many out¬ 
ward changes were to be seen on the ancient fecc of London. 
Most of the streets were now paved with cobblestones; the 
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bmplighter came round every evening wth his ladder and 
liis Uede oil-can. The river was still a great highway and also 
a great moving pleasure-ground for people of all classes, 
but as the state of the roads improved so did the volume of 
wheeled traffic increase. As regards the appearance of the 
men who tlirongcd the streets, so many old feshions were 
discarded that members of the older generation still wearing 
powdered wigs and brocaded garments of many colours 
looked witlr amazement at their descendants, who Hrsr took 
to wearing their o\a’1i hair tinpowdcrcd and tied on the nape 
of the neck with a large black bow, and then cut it short, 
in the 'ancient Roman manner^. The alarmed wig-makers 
went in procession to Parliament as early as 176+, when wigs 
w'cre only beginning to go out of fislnon; but at the turn of 
the cenmr)' very few people except clergymen. Judges, and 
‘old fogeys^ still wore the wig. Only Judges and barristers 
wear it today. But the most revolutionary change of all 
was the substitution of trousers fer knee-breeches. 

Tlie Industrial Revolution, the result of the introduetion 
of machinery and the development of steam power, did not 
affect London as much as it did the northern and north¬ 
western parts of England, where were congregated most of 
the ‘dark, Satanic mills' so hared by the poet Blake; but 
unfortunately the living conditions of the poor continued 
to get worse, and there were certaiu London parishes, 
notably St. Giles-in-the-Fields, where poverty, ^th and 
squalor brought forth in terrible abundance their wonted 
harvest of cruelty, disease, and crime. 

Most of the comparatively few people who deplored these 
things proposed a remedy which the great majority of 
Britons were reluctant to apply—the strong physic of 
Revolution. Even die scenes of slaughter accompanying 
the French upheaval of 1785 did not at first give sufficient 
warning to the Left Wing English Whigs who sympathized 
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—quite rightly—^with lU the oppressed and who hailed 
the destnicdon of the Basdile as a great and glorious event. 
To the average Londoner the very name of diat fortress- 
prison suggested hordes of famished captives languishing 
in chains; diey did not know that the prisoners numbered 
only seven, and that their worst grievances were usually 
connected \vith the way the chlekcti for their dinner was 
cooked or the colour and cut of the garments provided for 
their wearing. 

Soon people were fiocking to the Royal Circus to see 
what described itself as " One of the grandest Spectacles that 
ever engaged die feelings of Mankind', namely ‘the Capture 
and Demolition of that horrid Sepulchre of People, the 
Bascillc . , . together with die Proceedings which gave 
Freedom to the Bmpire of France’, Could historic irony go 
further? 

The final tableau showed 

Britannia in her triumphal Carr, supporting grand Transparent 
Portraits of the King and Queen of Great Britain. 

Sober folk in London were shocked when the French King 
and Queen perished by the new-£mgled mechanical instru¬ 
ment of execution called the guillotine; their horrotv grew 
when they heard of the September Massacres which drenched 
Paris in blood; only a fow extremists were impressed by the 
declaration of the French Republic that ‘all Governments 
WTre its enemies and all peoples were its friends’. Loyal 
Associations sprang up; preparations were made to defend 
the Tower and protect the Bank of England if similar out¬ 
breaks seemed imminent in London. When, in February 
1st, 1791, France declared war, the City not only voted a 
loyal address to the King but offered to give a bounty of 
shillings to every able seaman and every landsman 
ready to fight for his country. 

Glorious British victories at $ca set bells ringing in London 
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during the first stage of the war with France, The fireedom 
of the City was voted to the Admirals concerned, one of 
whom, Horario Nelson, quickly became the idol of the 
populace. On November loth, 1800, he was entertained to a 
banquet by the Lord Mayor; the mob unharnessed the horses 
from Ills carriage and dragged it &om Ludgatc Hill to Guild- 
hall, while ladies excitedly waved their handkerchiefs fiom 
every balcony and window. He has been described by a 
modem poet in tliese lines: 

Look on him—empty sfeeoe and eye dim~co!d. 

Faded blue coat and tanthhed knightly stars, 

Rjeheliioits lock of shadounng hair gmy-gold, 

Meagre and restless body warped with scars; 

but one feels sure that on this occasion the blue coat was his 
best, and the knightly stars were untarnished. 

In die mcandnic General Napoleon Bonaparte, Corsican 
by birth, soldier by calling, had overthrown the French 
Republic, and, upon the ancient Roman, pattern so popular 
in France, had procdaimcd litTn«iFlf First ^nsul. So began 
the long, desperate struggle between Great Britain and this 
amazing soldicr-statcsman'-dictator before whom the other 
Great Powers of Europe went down like nine-pins. 

There was a deceptive lull in 1802, when the Peace of 
Amiens was signed, London, hoping for a renewal of trade 
with the Continent, broke forth into bonfires. Large coloured 
pictures called 'transparendes' shiniTmered after dark and 
showed Britannia, Commerce, Peace, and other stout 
symbolical ladies in attitudes expressive of satisfoedon. In 
May, 1803, Great Britain declared war on France. Two 
days later Nelson set off for Portsmouth to hoard his flagship 
the Victory. One year later Napoleon, already self-appointed 
Pint Consul for hfe, proclaimed himself Emperor of the 
French. 
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Meanwhile more than 20,000 volunteers had been raised 
in London alone. Aldermen leamt to shoulder muskets, 
Common Councillors studied military’ drill, lawyers trampled 
the green lawns of the Temple Bar, as dicy marched and 
counter-marched under the loud-voiced commands of 
veteran soldiers: and little Londoners quaked in their shoes at 
the threat, ‘Boney will get you if you're naughty/ 

The news of the great victory at Trafalgar on October zi st, 
1805 was darkened for the English people by the death of 
Nelson. When his body lay in state in the Painted Hall at 
Grccjiwich Londoners flocked in their thousands to pay their 
last tribute; and w'hen. his huge, unwieldy funeral car, 
covered with nodding black plumes, toiled up Ludgate Hill 
to St Paul's the W'atching multitude wept without restraint 

Pensioners from Greenwich Hospital preceded it in their 
blue coats and three-comcred hats; seamen and marines from 
the Victory came next, each wearing a large crepe bow; a 
long train of noble coaches containing the great ones of the 
land continued the procession; and immediately in front of 
the funeral car was the finest coach of all, adorned with the 
Royal Arms and the Prince of Wales' feathers, and con¬ 
taining the Prince of Wales in person, a tall, stout, handsome 
man who held a black-cdged handkerchief to Itis eyes. 

The victory of Trafalgar made mvasLon seem, to say the 
least of it, improbable. The City presently began to change 
its opinions about the terrible 'Boncy' who, now Emperor 
of the French and dictator of almost all Europe, in 1806 
declared the Island of Britain to be in a state of blockade. 
This meant that all trade was cut off between Great Britain 
and practicaily the whole Continent of Europe, a deadly blow 
at a nation to wliom such trade was the very blood of life. 

England retorted with the famous ‘Orders in Council’ 
under wThich France in her turn w^as blockaded, and neutral 
merchant-vessels, if they desired to trade with her, had first 
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to unload their coigocs at some British port and, after paying 
certain dues, re-ship them. These Orders made and kept 
England supreme at sea during the perilous years when 
Napoleon was all but supreme on land; but they caused 
heavy loss and constant vexation to English merchants and 
manu^cturers, and it was perhaps natural that the City of 
London should incline towards the Whig policy of‘appease¬ 
ment*. 

Nobody could then foresee that when a hook-nosed 
Anglo-Irish ofEccr took command of the Bridsh forces in 
the Spanish Peninsula in 1809 that event marked the first 
stage in a war destined to bring Napoleon’s great, sprawling 
Empire clattering to the ground. The name of that officer 
was Arthur Wellesley. After the victor)' of Talavcra he was 
created Viscount Wellington; six years later a dukedom 
rewarded his remarkable services to the nation. 

From the first the English government had confidence in 
Wellington; but the Common Council of London had none. 
In an address to Ring George the Third die City Fathers 
clamoured for die recall of a General whom they roundly 
accused of ignorance and incapacity. These amateur strate¬ 
gists also considered that the Peninsular campaign should 
be abandoned, litde recking that Napoleon would after¬ 
wards speak of it as the ‘Spanish ulcer* whidi drained the 
lift-blood from his Empire, 

Five years bter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, Shcriffr and 
Liverymen proceeded in full state to Carlton House to 
present a dutifiil and loyal address to the Prince Regent 
congratulating him on 

the increased prospect which recent events had affi>rded of the 
complete deliverance of Europe from a yoke most disgmccfiil, 
galling and oppressive. 

They incidentally described Wellington as one whose 
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deeds would ‘exist in the pages of history to the latest period 
of time*. Scarcely a year had gone since those same worthies 
passed no fcwcr than rwelve resolutions demanding the dis¬ 
missal of the Tory Government then in power, which, 
unlike the Whigs, was deteitnined to prosecute vv'idi un¬ 
flagging energy the war against Napoleon ajid alt for which 
he stood. Even so did their Plantagenet predecessors clamour 
for the removal of‘royal counsellors’ who friled to please 
them. 

In the iQtprim poor old King George the Third had become 
hopelessly mad, and his eld^t son as Prince Regent Iiad 
incurred the violent hatred of the City because he had 
abandoned his former Wing foiends in order to support 
the Tories—and, incidentally, Wellington. So unpopular 
was he, so great were the groaning and hissing which greeted 
his public appearances, he dared not pay his annual visit to 
die Royal Academy to dine with the members and admire 
the exhibition. And when the Tsar Alexander and die King 
of Prussia came to London in 1814 for the victory celebrations 
be had to listen ruefully to liis own subjects cheering two 
sovereigns much less humane and enlightened than himself. 

It w'as a marvellous summer. Balloons ascended, fireworks 
soared, there W’as a mock naval batde on the Serpentine and 
a fair in St. James s Park, Wellington w'as the hero of the 
hour. Over the litde booths in die Park streamed flags each 
hearing a huge ‘W’ in silver foil. At Carlton House, the 
Prince’s residence, that letter appeared in sparkling cut glass 
draped with pink and W'hitc muslin. 

The City^ enrerrained the illustrious foreigners to a great 
banquet in Guildhall, but the Lord Mayor stood behind 
their cliairs instead of sitting with them at table. He may 
have been consoled by the Prince Regent’s remark that this 
was ‘the most beautiful and elegant spectacle he had ever 
seen!* 
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All these rejoicings, these pageants and processions and 
Uluminatioiis, were premature. London, like the rest of 
£i:^Iand, w^as stunned when word canic in March, 1815, 
that Napoleon had escaped £x>m Elba, had landed in France, 
and w^th a steadily swelling army of veterans was marching 
on Paris. Three months later Wellington's decisive victory 
at Waterloo ended Napoleon’s power for mischief. Tlie 
decorations were brought out again, fresh fireworks appeared 
as if by magic, and people felt with reason that t/jfs dmc the 
ogre was knocked out for good. Even the charity children 
were permitted to rejoice. Hundreds of them marched to 
Sc. Paul’s CO the Thanksgiving Service. It U pleasant to 
remember that they also had a service of their own every 
year on the Thursday before Easter. William Blake watched 
them once, and wrote, 

m fi Holy Thmday, their imiocent faces dean. 

Came diildren tpr’c-iy-tira nr red and hiue and green; 

Grey-iieaded headUs waihed hefore, with wands as white as snow. 
Till into the grey dona of PatiVs they like Thames* waters flow. 

During the years immediately following Waterloo the 
Common Council was kept vet)'' busy passing resolutions 
and presenting addresses. They expressed their opinions on 
a variety of subjects, some O'f them, as usual, quite uncon¬ 
nected with the governance of the City; they expostulated, 
they scolded, they laid down the law'. Sometimes they liad 
the more agreeable task of oficring congratulations, as when 
tlie Regent's golden-haired daughter, Princess Cliarlotte, 
was married to the dark, good-looking young Prince Leopold 
of Saxe-Coburg. 'A man of wax', the Londoners called 
him; it was the highest term of praise they knew, Wax- 
work shosvs were popular even before the celebrated 
Madame Tussaud opened hers In 1802, A certain Mrs. 
Salmon ran an exhibidon in what was once 'Prince Henry’s 
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house’ in Fleet Street, an<i advertised it outside with a large 
gilded salmon. Inside you could contemplate a sleeping 
shepherdess, a Beefeater, and the whole Royal Fainily, and 
as you departed a fegurc of Mother Shipton sitting by the 
door gave you a sharp kick with her buckled shoe. 

London draped herself in black cloth when Princess 
Charlotte died in November, 1817. It was even said that 
St. Paul’s had turned black as a sign of grief Four or five 
years later Londoners were going out in large numbers to 
Rensiugton on the chance of seeing on the sward behind the 
Palace the chubby child who would one day be Queen 
Victoria. 



CHAPTER Xn 


The Changing Shape of Things 

A mighty mass c/hrick and mtoke and shipping. 

Dirty and dusky but as wide as eye 
Could reach, with here and there a sail just skipping 
In sight, then lost amidst the forestry 
Of masts; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tiptoe through their se<ir<i>al canopy; 

A huge, dm cupola, like foolscap trouni 
On a fool’s head^-atid that is London Toiim. 

T he ‘foolscap crown’ w'as, of course, the dome of St. 
Paul’s, and the poet who wrote that gloomy dcscrijH 
tioii of his native city was Lord Byron. Wordswoith 
was more fortunate. He saw a dear, cloudless day breaking 
over Westminster Bridge, and wrote: 

Etfrt/t has not anything to show more fair; 

Dttll would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 

The City now doth like a garment loear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare. 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres and temples lie 
Open unto the fields and to the sky. 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
l^ever did sun more beautifully steep 
Jn his first splendour valley, rock or hill; 

Ne*er saw J, never felt, a calm so deep. 

The river glideth at his omt sweet will. 

Dear God, the very houses seem asleep 
And all that mighty heart is lying stilL 
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Wordsworth, a countryman boni and bred and a fervent 
lover of his own Cumberland crags and dales, was not as a 
rule very sensitive to the peculiar fascination of London: but 
in the Seventh Book of The Prelude he gives us some vivid 
glimpses of die City, as he had imagined it and afterwards 
remembered it. Even in fer-olF Cumberland and m the 
quiet walks of St. John’s College, Cambridge, he had heard 
of the femous pleasure gardens at Ranclagh and Vauxhali, 
of the noble bridges spanning the Thames now at several 
points, of Gog and Magog, the gigantic Guildhall heroes 
said to have fought in defence of this island when Brut* and 
his Trojans overran it, 

Vatixltaii and Ranelagh! I then Itad heard 
Of your ^reen groves and wildtraess of lamps 
Dimming the stats, and Jireworks magical, 

And gorgeous ladies under splendid domes. 

Floating in dance or warbling high in air 
The songs of spirits! Not had Fancy fed 
With less delight upon that other class 
Of marvels, broad-^ay wonders permanent; 

The river proudly bridged; the dizzy tap 
And whispering gallery of St. PattVs, the tombs 
of Westminster, the giants of Guildhall, 

At that rime Old London Bridge was srill standing, though 
only a battered relic of its former self. The last mouldering 
remains of what had once been one of the glories of the City 
were carted away in 1832, a year after the jolly old sailor 
King, Williain the Fourth, had opened new London Bridge, 
100 feet west of the old. Westminster Bridge, on w'hich 
Wordsworth conceived bis &mous sonnet, was erected in 
the middle of the eighteenth century, in spite of energetic 

* S« Chap«T rEL Tht aivtn guiiU i6m by ofdi wm AmoRg da cmulliti 

of Wory War □; bul Etdi ijuice aa larac ami liai kmlirminS 

have leccnriy bem k£ up m CuiliiharL 
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protests from the Thames watermen, who saw their pros¬ 
perity uiiperiiled; Bkck&iars Bridge, intended as a public 
memorial to that truly great man, William Pitt, E^] of 
Chatham, dated from lytSj). Much to the indignation, of 
Dr. Johnson, who disliked all Scots on prindplc, this last 
Bridge was planned by Robert Mylne, whose fknily had 
been master-masons to the Kings of Scotland for five hundred 
years. Another Scot, James Rennie, was responsible for both 



Openm^ of London Bridge^ 1831 


SttuiU wJifffitf ftnj ipkndtd maltf the river as husy as a City 
This the iDrT hved 

F/tiMi ts £^ntempc/rary ntgravir^ 


the new London Bridge and the beautifully graceful Waterloo 
Bridge, opened by the Prince Regent in the presence of the 
Duke of Wellingtoii on. Waterloo Day, 1817, amid great 
Buttering of flags and banging of artillery. Of all these 
bridges in existence in the first quarter of the nineteenth 
century there is none now that has not been either rc-buiJt 
or enlarged; and the coming of the railways necessitated the 
construction of special bridges to carry the new form of 
trafljc. 

Before he died in 1850 Wordsworth liad travelled by 
train at the giddy speed of twenty miles an hour. He may 
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even have seen in 1828 the first clumsy attempt at a horseless 
vehicle propelled by steam: it did not prove popular, and 
when the first rail'ft'ay-litic from London to Greenwich 
was opened in 1839 bands of music played at the stations to 
attract the public to the new-fimglcd method of travel. 

Wordsworth, in spite of his natural solemnity of character, 
found some amusement in the open-air shows and the odd¬ 
looking people in the London streets; Punch and Judy, 
dancing dogS; Savoyard niinsttcls, Cockney ballad'^ingers, 
and other strange sights: 

The begging scai^engcr nntb hat in hand. 

The ItaUati, as he threads his ufay with care 
Steadying, far-seen, a tray aj images 
Upon his head; with bashet at his breast 
T/ie Jew; the stately and slota-tmwing Turk 
With freight <f slippers piled beneath bis ami. 

The Prelude was completed in 1805, two years before 
Londoners were startled to see Pall Mall lit by a new iilumi- 
nant—coal gas; but even when lamps and candles gave all 
the light there was after dusk the poet was much impressed 
by the glow and glitter of the capital. 

In spite of die solemn warnings of the well-known 
scientist, Sir Humphrey Davy, more and more streets were 
lit with gas, until by the year 1823 practically the whole of 
London was thus ilimnined. Sir Humphrey had believed 
chat ‘ a mound of earth as large as Primrose Hill’ would be 
needed to ’ weigh down, the gasometers’; but his fears w'ere 
proved groundless, and the lamplighter no longer had to 
carry round his cumbersome oil-can. 

nh^irlrs Lamb, as passionate a lover of London as Dr. 
Johnson, rejoiced to see the ever brighter shop-windows, 
wrhich remained bright until eight or nine o’clock in the 
evening. He confessed that on Sundays he felt a gloom which 
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was 'like a weight in the dr'I misshe wrote, ‘the cheer¬ 
ful cries of London, tlic music and die baUajd-'Slngeis, the 
buzz and stirring murmur of the streets. Those eternal bells 
depress me. The closed shops repel me. Prints, pictures, 
and all the glittering and endless succession of knacks and 
gew-gaws, and ostentatiously displayed wares of trades¬ 
men ... are shut out. No bookstalls deliciously to idle 
over, no busy faces to recreate the idle man who contemplates 
them ever passing by,' 

Himself a clerk in the East India House for thirty-three 
years, he knew' what it was to be imprisoned among chose 
captives of commerce, cooped in 'light-excluding, pent-up 
offices where candles for one half the year supplied the place 
of the sun's light’. No gas for t/iem, those pallid, dingiiy- 
clad gentlemen, each with his quill pen stuck behind his 
right car when not busy in his right hand; no eight-hour- 
day, no Saturday half-holiday, no convenient bus to take 
him home to his modest abode in Hackney, Islington or 
Pcntonville. 

The introduction of gas-lighting in the streets did not 
reduce the annual volume of crime in the City. In 1828 this 
was 'unparalleled in any other civilized country''. The 
armed patrols, knovra as the Bow Street runners, or, on 
account of their red waistcoats, the ‘Robin Redbreasts’, 
introduced by Sir John Fielding, the novelist-magistrate at 
Bow Street in 1749, had done something to make highway 
robbery more dangerous to the robber than it bad formerly 
been: but, strange to relate, the City, in the name of its 
‘rights and liberties’ angrily opposed every form of organized, 
police. That very great man, William Pitt the Yoimger, 
turned his attention to the matter in 1785; but in vain. His 
was a ‘voice crying in the wHdetness', and want, ignorance 
and crime continued their hideous dance of dra rh 

In 1822 another Tory Minister, Sir Robert Peel this rime. 


peel’s plan 21} 

appointed a conunittce to consider the rising li^ of crime, 
and again the City opposed and obstructed. Many people 
were stiU nervous, remembering the Secret Police of France 
during the period of the Revolution and of the Napoleonic 
Empire. When in 1S2S the persevering Peel returned to the 



A Policeman in roj> /mf, bhte coat and white trousers 


A stKii s£C7ie irt mj/hiitji w. T/i^ 

/Apugh yauth^il^ iooks yaitc d JespcTdi^ ffcffofftfr 

Frcfm 'Pimik\- 

attack he w'as able to secure the support of his poUdcal 
opponents, the Whig Party, only by excluding the area of 
the City from the operations of his new police force, which 
came into being a year later. It was not until 1839 that the 
City, impressed by the succca of Peel's plan, moved Into 
line, but even then its police force didered (as it still docs) in 
some respects from the Metropolitan Police, being answer- 
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able to the civic authorities instead of to a Comtnissioncr 
appointed by the Home Secretary' of the day, and wearing 
a dilJcrcnt type of helmet. Neither force wore helmets 
before the year 1864. When the first thousand Metro¬ 
politan police paraded for the first time in September, 1S29, 
they were weaiiug bine swallow-tail coats, white duck 
trousers, and black top-hats lined svith leather. Their 
earliest nicknames reflected the general hostility. ‘Blue 
Devils’ they were dubbed, or ‘Raw Lobsters’; bur as time 
passed and they proved their worth they cante to be called, 
in memory of Sir Robert Peel, ‘Bobbies’ or ‘Peelers’. 

Tliey were undeniably usefiil during the tumults which 
gathered round die passing of the Reform Bill on June 7th, 
1832. In modern eyes that Bill appears entirely reasonable 
and moderate, but there were many old-^hioned people 
to whom it seemed to promise nothing less than a Revolu-^ 
don on the French model. Poor old King William the Fourth 
gave the royal assent with tears, declaring that he felt liis 
crown tottering upon his head; and when his Queen, the 
inoffensive Adelaide, was driviiig down Regent Street amid 
a blaze of joyful illuminadons an excited mob tan beside 
her, bellowing 'Reform for Ever!’ and, as a lady recorded 
who was widi lier, ‘tvaving their greasy hats into her card- 
age’. 

Another person ivho had deep misgivings about the Re¬ 
form BUI was the Duke of Wellington. When it was seen 
that the windows of his London home, Apsley House, 
remained dark upon the night that the Bill became law the 
mob broke them. Perhaps they did not rcaike—let us hope 
tliat they did not—one of the reasons for that lack of light. 
The Duchess was l^-ing dead in one of those great apartments 
on the ground floor, surrounded by the magnificent works 
of art presented to th e Duke by the sovereigns and the states 
saved by him from the domination of Napoleon. 
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When he diet! in 1S52 the streets were thronged with 
moiiming Londoners as his ftuieral procession moved, slowly 
to St. Paul's. 

Al&cd Tennyson the Poet Laureate wrote; 

Htish! tlte DtW March waih in rfte peoples ears; 

The Jark CTOtVii mooes and there are sobs and tears. ... 

He is ^one, who seemed so greai— 

Cotie; bite nothing cait bereave him 
of the force he made his oiim. 

The suninter of 1832 was memorable for another reason 
besides the passing of the Reform Bill. There was an out- 
break of Asiatic cholera in London during which more tkan 
five tho'Usand people died. Like the Black Death, it had 
come from the and, again like the Black Death, its 

spread was aided by the insanitary conditions under which 
many wTCtchcd people lived Hundreds of fiunilies were 
herded underground, ui cellars wltere often the oozings from 
cesspools dripped over their heads. 

In 1849 and again in 1853 the dreaded pbgue reapjKared. 
The tliird visitation was marked by an astiDnishiiig sight— 
nothing less than a rich and elegant lady tending with her 
owTi luuids the poorest women-victims from the inazie of 
mean streets round about Soho. Her name was to ring 
through Europe only a year later: it was Florence Nightingale. 

Long after piped water was ntade available many people 
preferred the old wells and springs. There was one in the 
stable-yard of Chesterfield House, the home of the Duke 
of Abcrcom, and thither long queues came, jug in hand, to 
obtain supplies until, liaving had die water analysed, he had 
die well Imtily scaled up and bricked over. 

In 1858 Disraeli introduced a Bill proposing that Parlia¬ 
ment should levy a special rate upon the metropolitan area 
in order to raise money to purify the Thames and complete 
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a system of main sewers beneath the City, His opponents 
laughed at him for his interest in 'drain-pipes*, but the Bill 
became law, and in 1874 ,000,000 had been expended 

upon the 1,300 miles of sewers which residtcd in an incak 
culablc improvement in public health and well-being. 

In the meantime a new age had set its seal upon Loudon 
and upon the whole land—a progressive, earnest, prosperous, 
rather pompous age, the age of Queen Victoria. She was 
now a portly matron, but there were many people sdU 
living who remembered die slender, self-possessed cighteen- 
ycar~old girl w’ho had succeeded her unde, the Sailor King, 
in 1837, 

On June 20th of that year the Lord Mayor, taking liis 
place among die Privy Coundllors at the dedaration always 
made by a so^'erelgn on the first day of a new reign, had 
shared in the general admiration felt for the grace, composure 
and dignit)' of the young Queen. You can sec in the London 
Museum the very dress she Vi’ore on chat historic occasion! 
die black silk is now a rusty brown, but the enormous 
balloon-shaped sleeves, die small waist, and the bng, rather 
narrow skirt give quite a good idea of how she looked in 
the eyes of the Lord Mayor as he knelt to kiss her hand. 

Londoners had &cqucnc opportunities of seeing their 
diminutive but digniSed youi^ Queen during the early 
years of her reign, not only on state occasions such as her 
Coronation, her marriage to her handsome, serious-minded 
cousin. Prince Albert of Saxc-Coburg, her processions to 
open Parliament, but also wlicn she W'ent driving in the parks, 
in a royal landau when the red and white may filled the air 
with sweemess, or, when snow was on the ground, in a 
jiughng horse-sleigh with Prince Albert lidding the reins, 

London was digging. Classical ideas, introduced by two 
brilliant Scottish architects, Robert and John Adam, during 
the second half of the previous century, were more popular 




London street scene in the * sixties 

Tfx fatlertd but cherky ncuin^twitpcr his flnjr ro lAc adncUn^d 
oU whffse l^^iaitcd is much mfuisri. N0H (he omniktis 

on the right with iix wndustor pres^mfsiy perclxd ist tlx rcuf 

From 'Pumfis Almaruic*, l86s 

buH^iiiigs wc sec today, planned on Ciadidonai lines as a 
sort of younger sister to the Abbey of Westminster just ovcjr 
die wav, 

d 

More than twenty years were to pass before ladies in wide 
crinolines and gentlemen in tall stovepipe hats crowded to 
see the machinery of a great clock arriving in a wagon 
drawn by sixteen inagniliccnt grey horses. Sir Benjamin 
Hall, the First Commissioner of Works, was the godfather 
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than ever. A triumphal arch in tlic Roman manner con¬ 
sented an 'Ionic screen’ of Greek design at Hyde Park 
Comer: colonnades iuid pillars rose on all sides. When, 
however, the ancient Houses of Parliament were burned to 
the ground in 1834 they were replaced by the group of 
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of‘Big Bern ', destined to become the most famous clock iu 
the world. 

All dicsc changes in the fiicc of London happened so 
gradually chat people hardly perceived, them. For roughly 
the first half of Queen Victoria’s long reign her capital was 
the City of Charles Dickens’s novels, murky and yet colour¬ 
ful, cruel and yet comical, a patchwork of old and new, 
half-timbered, lathee-windowed houses standhig shoulder 
to shoulder 'with stucco and plate glass, and haunted by odd 
figures tltat might almost have come straight out of a print 
by Hogarth. Though not a Londoner by birth, Dickens 
knew every comer of his London, fiom the rar-iafested 
arches at Hiingerford where little David Copper field wept 
as he washed bottles to the demure and gracious ted brick 
squares where the same David began a legal career not fitted 
to be followed very far. In the immortal novels we meet 
Londoners of many kinds, sinister like Fagan, Sikes and 
Crook, witty like Sam Weller, horrible like Quilp, broadly 
funny like Mrs. Gamp, benevolent like Mr. Pickwick. 
Dickens makes you sniell the thick yellow fog and bear the 
din of the streets where iron-bound wheels clattered over 
the uneven cobblestones by night as well as by day. 

In iSj4 a novelty appeared—a neat, light, two-wheeled 
vehicle called after its invctitor a ‘Hansom cab'. Drawn by 
sure-footed horses with bells on their harness, these cabs 
spanked merrily along, and their clip-clop, jingle-jangle was 
one of the most cheerful and characteristic sounds in the 
London streets rigJit up to the end of Queen Victoria's 
reign and well into the reign of her son, Edward die Seventh, 

The first omnibus began to run fiom Paddington to the 
Cit)' in July, 1829, It was introduced by a certain George 
Shillibcer and was a handsome vehicle with roses painted 
on the sides. It was not until 1850 that narrow seats were 
planted on the top. By the tiync that horse-buses ceased to 
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ply (1911} wood-block paving and rubber tyres had arrived 
and the deafening roar of the traffic was thereby muted a 
litde. 

[n the summer of 1851 Londoners of every degree had a 
new and wonderful experience which they owed to die 



LonJotiers at the Great Exhibition 



Prem 1851 


enterprise and imaginatioii of Albert, the Prince Consort. 
This was die Great Exhibidon where the nations of the world 
could meet for the first tirac not in hosdlir)" or suspldon 
but to reveal to each other the products of their iiatioiuil 
arts, crafts, and manufiictures. 

The Prince had to fight hard to get his sdieme adopted. 
Timid people feared that the Exhibition would attract to 
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London ail the ruffians and revolutionaries in Europe; pious 
people thought it savoured of world]incss; cautious people 
were convinced that it would prove a costly fulurc from a 
financial point of view, But the Prince went doggedly on; 
and he had Iiis reward when the vast palace of glass, designed 
by the Duke of Devonshire’s gardener, Joseph Paxton, was 
opened in state by the Queen herself—‘the most heautifuK 
and imposing and louthitig spectacle ever seen’, as she declaretL 
The ceremony also was imposing. The Queen, hushed 
and smiling with excitement, wore a gown of rose-coloured 
silk, rite Prince Consort had donned the unifortn of a Field*- 
Marshal, Their eldest son and daughter were there, too, the 
Pruicc of Wales (afterwards Edward the Seventh) wearing 
Highland costume, the Princess Royal (later Etiiprcas of 
Germany), a white frock, with a garland of rosebuds in her 
hair. Massed choirs sang the Hallelujah Chorus. The aged 
Duke of Wellington, too deaf now to hear the music he had 
formerly loved so much, walked in the procession and after** 
svards examined with interest the almost overwhelming 
number of exliibits, ratting from the Koh—r—Noor diamond 
to a Canadian birch-bark canoe, from a cream-ladle shaped 
like a buttercup to a large machine for threshmg com, from 
a fountain of scented soap to a life-sized sutuc of a slave-girl 
The frequent admiring pauses of the ArcJibishop' of 
Canterbury had an awkward result. WJien he paused, his 
chaplams immediately behind him paused also; and the 
Lords in Waiting, w'ho came next waikiti^ haiku’afds, were 
brought so often bto collision with the chaplains that they 
all of them had very sore heels when the pr ocession was over. 

The Great Exhibition gave to Londoners of tlie w'orking 
classes something they had never had befbrc—Han opportunity 
to enjoy a family jaunt that they would remember all their 
lives. Of die 6,201,856 people who flocked to Hyde Park 
that golden summer a very large number came ftom the 
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poorer districts. They came in cheerfiil groupSf grand¬ 
parents, parents, children, even babies ut arms. Some of 
them brought weD-fillcd baskets, in which meat pics and 
bottled porter £gurcd largely; but those who preferred to 
buy their refreshments on tlic spot ate 311.73 ^ pounds of 
Batla buns and 460,657 pounds of the plainer variety. 

Children from orphanages and even from poor-house 
scliools were conducted to view the wonders; one hopes 
they w'cre also allowed to partake of the buns. 

A year later dte 'Crystal Palace’ was removed, piece by 
piece, and re-erected at Sydenham, where for eighty-four 
years its concert hall, its recreation grounds, its gardens 
dotted with figures of prelustoric monsters and its various 
sideshows sverc a source ot pleasure to diousands of people. 
Then one night in November, 1936, there was a strange, 
fierce glow in the sky to the south-east. It came from the 
fire which W'as then destroying the last visible relics of the 
Prince Consort's great achievement. After that no child 
could cvee again be taken to the upper 'ivindow of some 
London bouse on high ground and shown a far-off, fosdnating 
glitter in the ha^e, and told dtat that ’was the Cr^'scal Palace. 

The profits of the Great Exhibitioa were used for the 
erection of fine public buildmg;s, including the Victoria and 
Albert Museum and the Albert Hall; and the Prince Consort’s 
part in the enterprise b commemorated in the Albert 
Memorial, an elaborate construction of marble, bronze, mosaic 
and coloured stones which it took twenty years to produce. 
In its hand hb more-than-lifo-size statue holds the catalogue 
of the Exhibition not—as is often supposed—a copy of the 
Bible. 

After the Prince’s death in 1861 the people of London saw 
their Queen more and more seldom, and a completely base¬ 
less impression was spread abroad that in her grief she "was 
neglecting her duties as a sovereign. Why did she not 
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abdicate, and let hex bluC bearded eldest soil, the Prince of 
Wales, take over? Everybody knew him by sight. His 
bve of sport appealed to the Londoners, except dtc more 
serious-minded among them, who also deplored his fondness 
lor ganabiing; but his beautiful Danish Princess kept to the 
end of her days the love of the nation, which she won at her 
first comiug as a crinolined and ringleted young bride. 

Queen Victtiria, deeply hun and much affronted, carried 
on steadily, and as time passed she began to emerge firom her 
long seclusion and to taste again the sweetness of popularity. 
London welcomed her back with enthusiasm. 

As w'as frequendy observed at the accession of Queen 
Elizabeth the Second, w'c have ‘done well under Queens*. 
The age of Victoria show'od it yet again. In the matter of 
transport alone London saw amaziiig developments. Apart 
&om die great main-line stations, trains began to seek their 
termini underground. When the first underground railway 
was opened amid scenes of huge cxdtenient in 1863, dmid 
persons prophesied that all the tuimck W'ould collapse and 
burj' all the travellers; but the svbishercd gentlemen knew 
better who sat waving their top-hats in the unroofed trucks 
that made the trial trip. 

Bicycles of the first perilous ‘penny farthing’ type, with 
a very large front w'heel and a very small batdc one, began 
to appear in the streets in the late 1870’s, and by 1S90 Daisy 
Bell’s ‘bicyde built for two’ was a familiar sight as well as 
being the theme of a popular song. In i8p6 Parliament 
repealed the law compelling a man to carry a red flag in 
front of any inochanically-propcllcd vebide moving at the 
rate of more than four miles an hour. Four years later the 
Prince of Wales bought a 6 h.p. Daimler, and by the time 
he became King as Edward the Seventh in 1901 the horse 
populadon of London w‘as beginning to rear and plunge less 
painfully when these strange, large-wheeled, high-bodied. 
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qucer-smclling, and oddiy-sounding objects invaded tteir 
domain. 

From the end of the eighteenth century onwards com¬ 
passionate men and women had been striving Iwd to lessen 
the vast burden of human and animal suHering, but the last 

/ 
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bullying did not disappear from London till 1835, and though 
Lord Shaftesbury’s Bill prohibiting the use of ‘climbing 
boys’ to sweep chimneys became law in 1B40, it was twenty 
years or more before these pitifui little figures vanished 
from the streets. With them went an andent and pleasing 
custom—^thc chimney-sweeps’ May Day revel, when dicy 
danced to the sound of the fiddle, beating their dustpans 
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Little Cbimney-Sweeps eating Penny Ices 


LcFd SiwfiishuTy j BiU the ' ejimhw^ b^ys' becaiHe in 

1840, l/jfjf Afikims of our oum grou^ih' [dj Cftdrfei Ltmth oalkd 

than ) had not fnaliy ramshtdft&m ike strefi* of tondon fourkott y^ars Ittior 

from 'Ptm£k\ 1 ^ 5 + 


with their brooms, and drcling round one of their members 
who, decorated’with leafy boughs, represented the tradition^ 
figure of Jack-in-the-Grcciv— a pre-historic divinity honoured 
in the Thames vallej' long before the Romans came. What 
Was needed^ —and wliac happened dining the middle years of 
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NEW THINGS AND OlD 

Queen Victoria—was a general awakening of the public 
conscience. When that came, a great statesman^ could 
boldly declare that 'the rights of labour are as sacred as the 
rights of property ’ without causing the Lord Mayor, Alder¬ 
men and Common Council to throw up their hands in 

horror. 



‘ Pemiy-fartiwtg" BUyeies atiti a ladies Triqfcle ' built for tiuo' 
in the Park when the later Victorian age was at its peak 


As time the City dropped its age-long liabit of 

meddling m politics, and gained proportionately in dignity 
and public esteem. But it did not drop—and has not 
flrfippfd—‘its anrient customs and ceremonies. On state 
occasions the Lord Mayor goes forth as of yore in his gilded 
Cinderella coach, with two cock-hatted, gold-braided, siik- 
stockinged footmen hanguig on behind and a coachman in 
a cauliflower wig perched proudly aloft on the box; he wears 

i Bakunin Diwuli, EjU of S«i«Ai,Utitld. 
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the chain presented by a former Lord Mayor in 152he 
still at the great banquets in the Guildhall receives his guests 
to the sound of £in£ires, and feasts them on turtle-soup, 
while the City swords, hanging on die wall behind his chair, 
bear witness to the pride, the splendour, and the free spirit 
of London. 

By the time that Queen Victoria died she had become an 
almost legendary figure, not so much the modicr as die 
great-grandmother of her ‘dear people’, as she called them 
in her private diary. She was hersdf the last of the great 
Victorians and a fine example. But her memorial outside 
Buckingham Palace is completely Edwardian, with its 
winged image of Victory looking like an outsize fiiry from 
some marble Christmas tree, and its large symbolical ladies 
each leading a handsome lion. 

The reign of her son, Edward the Seventh, was com¬ 
paratively brief—1901—10; but it marked die peak of Great 
Britain’s worldly prosperity and power. It was a grandiose, 
flamboyant, too-heavily-omanientcd age. Did we not hold, 
as Rudyard Kipling reminded us, ' dominion over palm and 
pine’? Was London not the centre of the greatest Empire in 
world history? Other Empires based on cruelty and oppression 
had crumbled aw'ay; but why should diat fate overtake an 
Imperial Commonwcaldi founded on the loyalty of the 
various free peoples composing it? 

why should Londoti W'orry if storm clouds darkened over 
the Balkan Pcmnsuln, or if Germany started building a larger 
Eeet tlian she could possibly need to patrol and defend her 
very limited coast-line? The Balkans were fir away: and we 
could—and did—increase our Navy to keep pace with 
German naval expansion. Not since W illiam the Norman 
burned Southwark in 1066 liad the City seen the actual face 
of war. 

The London streets hummed merrily as the twentieth 
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century moved on its way. Motor-cars of ever-increasing 
speed and beauty multiplied; motor-buses, white ones driven 
by steam and then red ones driven by petrol, enabled even 


A 'Mas/ier' hails a Hansom tab 
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die poorest |>cople to cake their families on fietjoent liicle 
trips to the countri^idc instead of going only once or twice 
a year by donkey care to Hampstead Heath or by stcarncr to 
Greenwich. Sir John Lubbock bad mstitoted Bank Holidays 
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in 1871, buc it was not until the first and second decades of 
the new century that the working population of London 
could enjoy them to the full. 

Vanished are now the smiling Italian women turning die 
handle of a bairel-organ, the swarthy concertina-player with 
his morose, pctticoated monkey, the mufiin-man with his 
cheerful bcU, the Punch and Judy show; vanished arc the 
German bandsmen with their dingy wind instruments and 
their heavy spectacled faces. But fiom well-bunushed 
instruments the rcd-and-bluc clad members of the Salvation 
Army still produce heart-stirring tunes as they have done 
ever siiicc 1878, when their founder, ‘General’ William 
Booth, created that remarkable body to aid him in his 
efforts to evangelize Darkest The Pearly iCing 

in his coat sewn all over with buttons, and his Queen, with 
her hat covered with feathers, arc still to be seen at least once 
a year when a Harvest Festival service is held at their very 
own church, St. Mary Magdalene, Southwark. 

In May, 1910, nine reigning sovereigns followed the coffin 
of Edward the Seventh through the London streets. No one 
dicn dreamed that eight years brer a British Prime Minister* 
speaking at the Lord Mayor’s banquet would declare with 
truth chat ‘empires and kingdoms and kings and crowns 
were fallin g like withered leaves before a gale’. Most of die 
royal mourners were respletidcnt in military uniforms hut 
the new- King, George die Fifth, was wearing the blue and 
gold of an Admiral of the Fleet. He was a sailor king, and 
he bore with the coolness, tenacity and courage of a sailor 
a burden such as no British monarch had ever yet been 
called upon to bear. 

World War I was a small-scale rehearsal for World War 
[[. The only ordeal which London escaped was the sight of 
victorious enemy troops marching through die City. She 

^ The itlfc iiTiw own bcwJt. * David on Kovtmber 
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was spared this again m World War II, but afitrr the £iU of 
die Channel ports in die summer of 1940 she spared 
little else. Once more she had wise and mdomitabie leaders 



‘Hij Usual Seat' 

4n inMtMe old Londoner during the Blitz 

frort mt 

to beckon her along the steep and hard road to virtor)-; once 
more her stout-hearted people were cheered by the example 
of a sailor King, George the Sixth of blessed memory, who 
was as stout-hearted as themselves^ 
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Tlie close of 1940 and the £rst months of 1941 were made 
terrible by the second Great Fire of London. Mr, Pepys* 
would have recognized the ‘malicious, bloody dame’ in 
the night sky, a pulsing orange glow visible fiom high ground 
many miles away. The river was for a time so choked with 
debris near the estuary' that the tide could scarcely ebb or 
flow; the water turned black, the swans departed, no sea¬ 
gulls were seen or heard. Only one thing was unchanged— 
the valiant heart of London, which even the later metiace 
of the manicss missiles nicknamed the ‘doodle-bugs' could 
not quell. 

Future chroniclers will have many things to tell con¬ 
cerning those years, but this is not the place to linger over 
things so recent. This story may end where "World War II 
ended, and a new, unwritten chapter of history began. Of 
the innumerable sceites which have been recorded, one above 
all the others seems worthy of perpetual remembrance. 
Great, roUing clouds of dark smoke hang over the burning 
City, touched here and there by reflected flame. And there, 
above the smoke and against the flame, two symbols rise, 
as they sdU rise today, symbols of human justice and divine 
mercy — ^thc sworded figure on the dome of the Old Bailey 
and the golden cross on the dome of St. Paul 5. 

^ Sk ChjpicT [X for iIk linz Or^ Fire. 
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